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His Royal Highneſs, 
FREDERICK 
PRINCE of WALES. 


STR, 


HO” a Prince is bor» a Patron, yet a 
| benevolent Expanſion of his Heart gives 

nobler Title to the Homage of the Arts, 

than all the Greatneſs of his Power to 

propagate them.--- T heir RESPECT is, (either Way) 

ſo much Your Royal. Highneſs's unqueſtion'd 

Due, that He, who asks your Leave to offer ſuch 

a Duty, calls in Queſtion your Prerogative ; or 
means to ſe// his own Acknowledgments. 

They have not mark'd with Penetration, the 

Diſtinction of your Spirit, who dare look upon 

tj as Inclos d, againſt the Acceſs of Sincerity. 

he Judgment, and Humanity, of Princes are 

ON . A 2 obſcur' d 


7 


ir DEDICATION. 


. - obſear d, by Difficulties in approaching them. Nor 
can the Benefactors of Mankind be ſo far incon- 
fiſtent with Themſelves, as to interpoſe the Obſta- 
cles, of Diſtance, or cold Ceremony, between 
their Goodneſs, and our Gratitude. 

Allow me, therefore, Sir, the Honour to pre- 
ſent ALZIRA to your Patronage; Diſclaiming (for 


myſelf) all ExpeQation of your Notice,--Itis. juſt 
that I ſhou'd give up my own ſmall Pretenfions: 


But Mr, de Voltaire brings Title to your Royal 
Highneſs's Regard.---The Merit of his Work will 


recommend him to your Judgment: And the 


Noble Juſtice he has done HER MaJesTr'sdiſ- 
tinguiſh'd Character, in his French Preface to this 
Tragedy, (Himſelf, mean while, a Foreigner, and 


writing in a foreign Nation) will, perhaps, de- 


ſerve the Glory of the Sox's Partiality; in Senſe 
of Reverence for the RoyAL MoTHER. 
It were indeed, ſome Violation of Reſpect, and 
Gratitude, not todevote ALZIRA to the Hand, that 
honour'd her, in Publick, with an Applauſe fo 
warm, and weighty, in her Repreſentation on the 
Enxglijh Theatre. Here, Mr. de Voltaire enjoy'd 
the Triumph, due to Genius: whilehis Heroic Cha- 
racters, at the ſame Time, made evident the Force 


of Nature, when it operates upon reſembling Qua- 


lities— When T ragedies are ſtrong in Sentiment, 
they will be Touchſtones to their Hearer's Hearts, 

The Narrow, and Inhumane, will be unattentive, 
or unmov'd: While Princely Spirits like your Royal 
Highneſs's, (impell'd by their own conſcious Ten- 
dency) ſhew us an Example, in their generous 
Senſibility, how Great Thougbis ſhou'd be receiv d, 
by Thoſe, who can thin great. 

Yet in one ſtrange . Alzira SUF- 


FER'D, by the Honour of Your Approbation! For, 
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while the Andience hung their Eyes, upon your 
Royal Highneſs's diſcerning Delicacy, Their Foy 
to ſee you warm d by, and applauding moſt, thoſe 
Sentiments which draw their Force from Love of 
Pity, and of Liberty, became the Only Paſſion 
they wou'd feel; and thereby leſlen'd their Attention 
to the very Scenes they ow'd it to. | | 
Can it be poſſible, after ſo important a Publick 
Declaration in Honour of Paſſio and Sentiment, 
that this beſt Uſe of the Poet's Art ſnou'd, any 
longer, continue to languiſh, under general Ne- 
glect, or Indifference? No, ſurely, Sir !--Your 
Royal Highneſs, but per,iſting to keep Reaſon and 
Nature in Countenance at the Theatres, will uni- 
verſally eſtabliſp, what you ſo generouſly and openly 
avow, For, if where Men love, they will imitate, 
Your Example muſt be copied, by Millions : till 
the Influence of your Attraction ſhall have planted 
your Taſte; and overſpread Three Kingdoms with 
we Te Er 
It may at preſent perhaps, be a fruitleſs, but it 
can ers. be an * With, that a Theatre 
entirely new, (if not rather the old Ones, neu- 
modelPd) profeſſing only what is ſerious, and mauly, 
and facred to the Intereſts of Miſdom and Virtue, 
might ariſe, under ſome powerful and popular 
Protection, ſuch as That of Your Royal High- 
neſsꝰs diſtinguiſh? d Conntenance! To what pro- 
bable Lengths of Improvement, wou'd not ſuch a 
Hur provoke Genius! Or, ſhou'd it fail to do 
hat, it wou'd make manifeſt, at leaſt, that rather 
Wit is wanting, than Eucouragement: and, that 
Theſe opprobrious Excreſcencies of our Stage, 
which, under the Diſguiſe of Entertainments, 
have defam'd, and inſulted, a People, had a meaner 
FL. 9 5 A De- 
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_ Derivation, than from the Hope of delighting our 
Princes. 15 * oy 
It has been a misfortune to Poetry, in this Na- 
tion, that it was, too ſuperciliouſly, ander-rated: 
and, (to acknowledge Truth, on both Sides) for 
the moſt part, practisbd too lightly. But, by thoſe 
who conſider it according to the Demands of its 
Character, It will be found intitled, beyond many 
other Arts, to the political Affection of Princes: 
Being more perſwaſſve, in its Nature, than A he- 
toric; and more comprehenſive, and animating, 
than Hiſtory.— For, while Hiſtory but waits on 
Fortune, with a little too ſervile a Reſtriction, 
Poetry corrects, and commands her: Becauſe, recti 
fying the Obliquity of zatural Events, by a more 
equitable Formation of rational ones, the Poet (as 
Lord Bacon very finely, and truly, obſerves) inſtead 
of conſtraining the Mind to Succeſſes, adapts, and 
calls out Events, to the Meaſures of Reaſon, and 
Virtue; maintaining Providence triumphant, 2 
gainſt the Oppoſitions of Nature, and Accident. 
And, ſtill more to diſtinguith his Superiority, 
over the gay Proſe-Fabricks of Imagination, tix 
PokEr, as a Re- inforcement to his creative Vi 
City of Invention, ſuper- adds the Attraction of Har 
mony; and then, pours, through the whole, at 
irreſiſtible Fire, of Euthuſiaſn, wherewirh to raik 
and to govern the PASSIONS, © © 
Dramatic Poetry, in this bold Purpoſe, acts wil 
moſt immediate, and manifeſt, Conſequence; be 
cCauſe, aſſembling, together, all, that auimates, in 
vites, or inforces: It works, with incredible lr 
_ : fluence, upon the Spirits, and Paſſions, of a Pe- 
ple: after they have been refin'd, and induc di 0 
its Reliſn. It does This, in ſo confeſs'd a l. 
Free, that our great Philoſopher aboy _— q 
| ertath 


A 
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| dertaking (in his De Augmentis Scientiarum) pro- 


feſſedly to conſider it's Preyalence, beautifully calls 
it the Bow of the Mind : as. if, to expreſs. it more 


clearly, He had ſaid, The Szage is an Inſtrument, 


in the Hands of the Poez, as capable of giving 
Modulation, and Tone, to the HEART ; --—-» as 
the Bow, to the VIOLIN, in the Hands of a Mu- 


ficran, 


There is another Advantage, in Poetry, which 
ſtill further intitles it to * of Princes. 

who are Lovers (like your Royal Highneſs) ot 
Ages, which are only to hear. of them. Other 
Arts have ſome ſingle, and limited, Hffect: but the 
Creations of Poetry, have a Power to multiply their 


Species, in new and emulative Succeſſious, of Vir» 


tue, and Heroiſin: the SEEDS, as it were of: thoſe 
Paſſions, which produce noble Qualities, being ſows, 
in all Poems, of Genius. TELE | 

If ſuch deſirable Effects are, now, leſs common 


than anciently, It is only becauſe, ſometimes, Tuneful 


Emprineſs is miſtaken for Poetry; and, ſometimes 
calm, cold, Senſe, convey'd in anpaſſionate Metre ; 


| Whereas Poetry has no Element, but PAs$10N; and 


therefore, Rhyme, Turn, and Meaſure, are but fruit- 
leſs Affectations, where a SPIRIT is not found, that 
conyeys the Heat, and Enthufiaſm.---- The Poet, 
to ſay all, in a Word, who can be read, without 


Excitement of the moſt paſſionate Emotions in the 


Heart, having been, bufily loſing his Pains; like 
a Smith, who wou'd faſhion Cold Iron. —-- He has 


the regular Return, inthe Deſcent of the Strokes, 


— the inſignificant Jingle, in the Ring of the 
Sound; . and the hammering Delight in the 
Labour : ------ But he has neither the Penetration, 


the Glow ; nor the Sparkling. 
A 4 = 
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- When, in ſome unbending Moments, your 
Royal Highneſs ſhall reflect, perhaps, on the moſt 
likely Meaſures, for diminiſhing our Pretences to 
Poetry, yet augmenting it's eſſential Growth, how 
kind wou'd Heaven be, to the legitimate Friends 
of the Muſes, ſnou'd it, at thoſe Times, whiſper 
in your Ear, that uo Art ever flouriſhed (in Mo- 
narchies) till the Favour of the Court made it fa- 

TTT c | 

On my oven Part, Ihave little to ſay, worth the 
Honour of your Royal Highneſs's 1 being 
no more than an humble Solicitor for an Event I have 
nothing to hope from. Not that I preſume to re- 
preſent myſelf as too Stoical, 20 feel the Advan- 
tage of Diſtinction. I am only 20 buſy, to be 
diſpoſed for purſuing it: having Renounc d the 
World, without guiztizg it; that, ſtandiug aſide in 
an uncrowded Corner, I might eſcape being hurried 
along in the Duſt of the So; and quietly ſee, and 
conſider, the Whole, ac it paſſes: inſtead of acting 
4 Part in it; and That, perhaps, but a poor one. 
In a Situation, ſo calm, and untroubled, there 
ariſes a ſalutary Habitude, of ſuppoſing D 1 s- 
TINCTION to be lodg'd in the Mind; and 


 . AMBITION, in the Uſe, and Command, of the 


Faculties.--—--Such a choice may be ſilent; but 
it is not zxad:ve.----—Nay, I am afraid, he, who 
makes it, is but a concealed Kind of EI RE; 
notwithſtanding his Pretences to Forbearance and 
Philoſophy. For, while he partakes, in full Re- 
liſh, all the naked Enjoyments of Life, he throws 
nothing of it away, — it's falſe Face, and it's 
Prejudices. —- He takes Care to live at Peace, 
in the very Centre of Malice, and Faction: for 
viewing Greatneſs, wirbout Hope, he views it, al- 
fo, without Envy. TC - 


Upon 


— 
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Upon the whole, tho? there may be a Suſpicion 
of ſomething too ſeſiſp, in this perſonal Syſtem of 
Liberty, it will free a Man, in a Moment, from 
all thoſe Sy aſſiug Partialities, which hang their 
dead weight upon Judgment; and leave him, as 
diſintereſted a Spectator of the Virtues, or Vi- 
ces of cotemporary Greatneſs, as of That, which 
_ Hiſtory has tranſmitted to him, from Times he had 
nothing to do with. ---- am, therefore, ſure, it is 
No FLAT TERY, when I congratulate your Royal 
Highneſs, on the human Glories of your future 
Reign: and thank you for a thouſand Bleſſings, I 
expect not to partake of, > 


Jam, 
With a profound Reſpe@, 
SIR, 


Your Rorar Hienxxss's 


Moſt Obedient, and | | 
Moſt Humble, Servant, 


A. HII. 
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Spoke by Mr. GI ARD. 


HEN ſomeraw Padd'ler, from the waded Shore; 
Fiſt, 


res the deep'ning Stream, and ventures o'er. 


Light on his floating Conk, the Wave he Skims; 


And, wanton in his Safety, thinks, he Swing. . 
e, ſhall A21n4's Fal our Faults proteck: 


And, from your Cenſure, ſcreen each fear d Defect. 
For — ſhou'd we act, un-skill'd, the PLAxER's Parts; 
We act ſuch SCENES — as force us, to your Hearts. 


. What Floods F Tears à neighÞ ring Land [aw flow, 
When a whole People wep? Alzira's Woe ! | 


The lovelieſt Eyes of France, in onepleas'd Night, 


Twice charm'd, — renew'd, and lengthen'd-out, Delight, 


_ Twice charm d, review'd the ſad, the melting, Strain: 


Yet, hung inſatiate on the willing Pain! 

Thrice thirty Days, All Paris ſigh'd, for —Sense | 

Tumblers —- flood ſtill — and thought ! —in WIr's Defence! 

Ev'n Power deſpotick felt, how Wrongs can move: 
And, nobly, wept---for LIS ER TT, and Love ! 


Can it be fear'd, then, that Our gen rous Land, 


Where Juſtice blooms, and Reaſon holds Command ; 


t. 
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'* This Soil of Science ! where bold Truth is tan ght, 

= 7% Seat of. Freedom! and this Throne of- Thought 8 
Can pour e, on foreign Song, and 1 . 

the Praiſe of ſolid Senſe, 10 France! 

No — That's impoſſible, tis Britain's Claim, 

To hold no Sewon Place, in Taſte, or Fame. 

In Arts, and Arms, alike victorious known, 

Whateer deſerves Her Choice, ſhe makes her own. 


Nor, let the conſeious Power of Engliſh Wit | 
Leſs feel the Force becauſe a French-man Writ, * 
. Reaſon and Sentiment, —like Air and Light, 
Where- ever found, are Nature 5 common Right. 


Since the ſame Sun gives Northern Cllrs their Da r, 
After the Eaſt, has, firſt, receiv'd it's Ray, 


Why ſhould our Pride, repel the Muſes' Smile, 
* it dawn d not, firſt, upon our Iſle? 


Fraternal Art Apop rs each Alien ame: 
The Wiſe, and Brave, are, Ev'ry- -where, the Same. 4 


From hoſtile Sentiments, let Diſcord 
But, they who think like Friends, 


2 


* 
* 
0 
k- 

* 


bowld have no Fox. : 


HE 


EPILOGUE. 


| Spoke by Mrs. Girvan, 


T's: Fifth 48 705, you'll think is frange, 10 fud 


Scene of deep Diſtreſs is, yes, behind! 
Tad, for 2 pilogue, I fear jon dlame 
My want—— of what you love, behind that Name. 
But, for pt ug Tea t, from fuch High Scening, 
2 Plum down at once, — to Double- meaning. 


pager! protect mo and pronounce it fit, 
"Las Senſe, ſhou'd end, with Serious Wit. 


When the full Heart &erflows, with pleaſing Pain, 
Why ſhould we wiſh, to make th Impre eſfon vain ? 
Why, when two chinking Hours, have fixt the Play, 
Shou d two light Minutes, laugh it's Uſe away t 
*Twere to proclaim our Vertues but a JusT, 
Should they who ridicule * em, pleaſe 10, beſt. 


8 rather, at your Actors Hands, require 
2 more Apt; and a Sublimer Fire ! | 

ghts, that may river, not efface, the Scene: 
Aids to the Mind: not Flat riss for the _ TY 


„ 
When Love, Hate, Pity,— Doubt, Hope, Grief, and Rage, 
With claſhing —_— fire the glowing Stage 

When the touch d Heart, relenting into Woe, 

From Others Fate, does its own Danger ue . 

When: ſofening Tenderneſs unlocls the Mind, - 

And the ſtretch'd Boſom takes in all Mankind: 

Sure! *tis no Time, for the bold Hand of Wit 

To ſnatch back Virtues, from the plunder d Pit? 


Still, be it Ours, to give you Scenes, thus ſtrong, 
And Yours, to cheriſh, par retain 'em, long ! 

Then, ſhall the Stage its General Uſe endear ; 

And every Virtue, gatker Firmneſs, here. 

Pow'r be, to Pardon,. Wealth to Pity Mov'D ; 

Aud Truth be taught the Art, to grow belov'd: 

Women, to charm, with faſt, and ſure, Effe#® ; 

And Men, to love em, with a ſoft Reſpect. 

Till all alike, ſome diff rent Motive rouſes: — 
And Tragedy, (un- farc d) invites full Houſes: 


; | PEN 


PERSON s Repreſented. 


Don CauLos, Governor 7 Per To 
the Spaniards, : "4 Mr, Wright : 


= pa cue dy Mr e 


ZAMon, Indian 5 one Part PR 
of the Country, ee, } By Mr. zune 


Ager, an 1. another > By Mr. Havard. 


ALZIRA, Danghte ef Lamont, By Mrs. Giffard i 
EMin A, 1 An 1 ks £ EY 


CEPHANIA, 


Scan, in the City of Lina. 
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EL SCENEL 


Don ALvanzr, Don Cantos, 


e 


Carlos, rule, happy: be a Viceroy, long! 


This younger; richer, lovelier, half the Globe; 
Too fruitful, heretofore, in Wrongs, and Blood: 
Crimes, the lamented Growths of powerful Gold! 
Safe, to thy abler Hand, devolve reſign'd, 


Thoſe Sovereign Honours, which oppreſs d my ears | 


Anddimm'd * feeble Lamp of waſted Age. 
Yet had it, long, and not unuſeful, fla d, 

I, firſt, o'er w ring Mexico, in Arms, 

March'd the new Horrors of a World unknown! 

I ſteer'd the floating Towers of fearleſs Spain 

Through the Rowe: — of an * Sca! 


* 


* 
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T length, the Council, Neid to my Prayer, £ 
Has, to a Son, Love, transferr'd my Power. 


- Long, for thy Prince,and tor thyGod,maintain | 


. 
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To change my brave Aſſociate's rugged Souls, 


Frowning Revenge, and Awe of diſtant Dread. 


ALZIRA 


And ſoften ſtubborn HEROES into MEN. 


Their Cruelties, my Son, eclips d their Glory: 5 
And I have wept a Conqu'ror's ſplendid Shame, 


Whom Heaven not better made, and, yet, made Great! 
Wearied at length, I reach my Life's laſt Verge ; 

Where I ſhall, peaceful, veil-my Eyes, in Reſt ; 

If, ere they cloſe, they but behold my Carlos 


Ruling Poroſi's Realm, by Chriſtian Laws; 


And cg Sr more rich, by Gifts from "LINN t 
D.Carlos. Taught and ſupported,by your or Example, 
8 


I learnt, beneath your Eye, to _— R 
Which, by your Councils, I may learn to govern: 
Giving thoſe Laws, I firſt, receive, from you. 


Alvarez. Not ſo.—DividedPower is Power dißarm d. 
Outworn by Labour, and decay'd by Time, 
Pomp is no more my Wiſh. Enough, for Me, 
That, heard in Council, Age may temper Raſhneſs. 
Truſt me, Mankind but ill rewards the Pains 
Of over-prompt Ambition. Tis, zom, Time 
To give my long - neglected God thoſe Hours, 


Which cloſe the _ Period of my Days. 


One only Gift I ask : refuſe not Thar. 
As Friend, I askit; and, as Father, claim. 
Pardon thoſe poor Americans, condemn'd, 
For wand ring hither, and, this Morning, ſeia d. 
To my Diſpoſal give em kindly up, 5 
That Liberty, unhop'd, may charm the more. 
A Day like This ſhould merit Smiles from All; 
And Mercy, ſoftning Juſtice, mark it le, d. 

D. Carlos. Sir, all, that Fathers ask, they muſt command. 
Yet, condeſcend to recollect, how far  - 


This Pity, undeſerv'd, might hazard all. 


In infant Towns like ours, methinks twere ſafe; 
Not to familiarize theſe Savage Spies. | 
If we accuſtom Foes to look, too near, 


We teach em, at our Coſt, to {light thoſe Swords, 
They once flew trembling from vyhene er they ſaw. 


Net 
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Not ſmiling Friendſhip, tames theſe ſullen Souls. 
The fow'r American, unbroke and wild, _ 
Spurns, with indignant Rage, and bites his Chain, 
Humble when puniſh'd; if regarded, fierce. 

Power ſickens by Forbearance: * Men, 

Who feel not Pity's Pangs, are beſt. obey'd. 
Spaniards, tis true are rul'd by Honour's Law, 

Submit unmurm'ring, and unforc d go right. 

But, other nations are impell'd by Fear; | 
And muſt be-rein'd and ſpurr'd, with hard Controll. 
The Gods themſelves, in this ferocious Clime, | 
Till they look grim with Blood, excite no Dread, . 
Alvarez. Away, my Son, with theſe deteſted Schemes! 
Periſh ſuch politick Reproach of Rule! 

Are we made Captains in our Maker's Cauſe, | 
O'er theſe new Chriſtians call'd to ſtretch his Name, 
His peaceful Name! and ſhall we, unprovok'd, 

Bear Murders, which our holy cheats preſume 

To miſpronounce His injur'd Altar's Due! 

Shall we diſ-people Realms, and kill to ſave! 

Such if the Fruits of Spain's religious Care, 

I, from the diſtant Bounds of our old World, | 
Have to this new one, ſtretch'd a Savour's Name, 

To make it hateful to One Half the Globe, | 
Becauſe no Mercy grac'd rhe Other's Zeal! 

No, my miſ-guided Carlos, the broad Eye 
Of one Creator takes in all Mankind. 

His Laws expand the Heart: and we, who, thus, 
Wou' d, by Deſtruction, e ö . 
And mix, with Blood, and Gold, Religion's Growth ; 
Stamp in theſe Indians honeſt Breaſts a Scorn 

Of all we teach, from what they ſee, we do. 

D. Car, Vet, the learn'd Props of our un-erring Church. 
Whom Zeal, for ſaving Souls, deprives of Reſt, 
Taught my late Youth, committed to their Care, 

That Ignorance, averſe, muſt be compell d. 

Alv. Our Prieſts are all for Vengeance, Force and Fire: 
And only in his Thunder, Act their Gde. 
Hence, we ſeem Thieves; and what we ſeem, we are, 
Spain has robb'd every Ms of this new World, 1 

Even 


. 
Even to it Sauage Nature! — Vain, Unjuſt, 5 
Proud, Cruel, Covetous, we, we, alone, 
Are the Barbarians, here An Indian Heart 
Equals, in Courage, the moſt prompt of ours, 
But, in Simplicity of artleſs Truth, © 
And every honeſt, native Warmth, excells us. 
Had Theylike Us, been bloody; had they not 
By Pity's Power been moy'd, and Virtus Love, 
No Son of mine had heard a Father, now, 
Reprove his erring Raſhneſs, ——You forget, 
That, when a Pris'ner, in theſe People's Hands 
Gall'd and provok'd by Cruelty and Wrongs, 
While my brave Fol wers fell on every Side, 
Till I alone ſuryiv'd, ſome Indians knew me; 
Knew me, and ſuddenly pronounc'd my Name. 
At once they threw their Weapons to the Ground; 
And a young Savage Chief, whom, yet, I know not, 
Graceful, approach'd; and, kneeling, preſs'd my Knees. 
«« Alvarez is it you, (he cry'd)-—Live, long! | 
% Ours be your Virtue, but not ours your Blood! 
Live and inſtruc Oppreſſors, to be lov'd. | 
——Bleſs'd be thoſe Tears, my Son I think, you weep ! 
Joy to your ſoft'ning Soul! Humanity 
Has Power, in Nature's Right, beyond a Father. 
But, from what Motive ſprung this late Decline, 
From Clemency of Heart to new-born Rigour ? 
Has you been always cruel, with what Brow _ 
Cou'd you have hop'd to charm the lov'd Alzira ? 
Heireſs to Realms, diſpeopled by your Sword! 
And tho' your Captive, yet your Conqu ror, too. 
Truſt me, — with Women worth the being won, 
The ſofteſt Lover, ever, beſt ſucceeds 
D. Car. Sir, obey : Your Pleaſure breaks their Chains; 
Yet, tis their Duty to embrace our Faith: . | 
So runs the Kings Command. To merit Life, 
Quit they their Idol Worſhip, and be _ 50 
So, thrives Religion, and compels the Blind: 
So, draws our holy Altar Souls, by Force, 
Fill Oppoſition dies, and ſleeps in Peace; 
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So, links, a govern'd World, in Faith's ſtrong Chain; 
And but Owe Monarch ſerves ; and but Ont Gop, | 
A. Hear me, my Son. That, crown d, in this new World 
Religion may erect her holy Throne, N e 
Is what, with ardent Zeal, my Soul deſires! 
Let Heaven and Spain find, here, no future Foe ! 

Yet, ne er did Perſecution's Offspring thrive : 
For, the forc d Heart, ſubmitting, Mill reſiſts. 
Reaſon gains all Men, by compelling None. 7 
Mercy was always Heaven's diſtinguiſh'd Mark: 
And He, who bears it not, has no Friend there. 

D. C. Your Reaſons, like your Arms. are ſure to conquer. 
I am inſtructed, and ennobled, by em : 
Indulgent Virtue dwells in all you ſay, 
And ſoftens, while you ſpeak, the lining Soul! 

Since Heaven has bleſs'd you with this powerful Gift, 
To breath Perſuaſion, and un-charm Reſolves, ; 


” Pronounce me favour'd, and you make me ſo.” 
Warm my Alzira's Coldneſs : dry her Tears: 
And teach her to be mine. — I love that Maid, - - 
„ Spite of my Pride! bluſnat it — but, ſtill love her ! 


Yet will I ne' er, to ſooth unyielding Scorn, 
Unman the Soldier, in the Lover's Cauſe. 
I cannot ſtoop to fan a hopeleſs Flame, | 5 
And be, in vain, her Slave. Vou, Sir, might aid me: 
Tos can do all Things with Alzira's Father. | 
— — Bid him command his Daughter to be kind. 
Bid him But, whither would my Love miſlead me! 
Forgive the blind Preſumption, of a Hope, | 
That, to my Int'reſt, ſtoops my Father's Rank; 
And ſends him, Beggar, to an Indians Door! 

Alv. Tis done, already. I have urg d it to hit. 
Ex mont has mov'd his Daughter, in your Cauſe: 
Wait the prepar'd Event. Heaven has been kind; 
Since theſe illuſtrious Captives. both, are Chriſtiams: 
Ex mont, my Convert, and his Daughter, His. 
Alxira governs a whole People's Minds: 
Zach watchful Indian reads her ſtudied Eye, 
And to Her ſilent Heart conforms his own. | 
Your marriage ſhall unite 25 diſtant Worlds; E 

| 5 1 


For, when the ſtern Repiner at our Law 

Sees, in your Arms, the Daughter of his King, 

With humbler Spirit, and with Heart leſs fierce, 

His willing Neck ſhall court the Yoke he ſcorn'd. 
But look, where Ex mont comes! Retire, my Son: 

And leave me to complete the Task begun. ¶ Exit. D. C. 


Enter EZ MOR r. 


Welcome, my Friend: Vour Council, or Command, 
Has left, I hope, Alira, well reſoly'd. EN 
Em. Great Father of the Friendleſs !\—Pardon, yet, 
If one, whoſe Sword ſeem' d fatal to her Race, 
Keeps her Heart cold, with ſome Remains of Horror. 
We move with ling ring Steps, to thoſe we fear. 

But Prejudice will fly, before your Voice; 

Whoſe winning Manners conſecrate your Laws. 

To you, who gave us Heaven, our Earth is due. 

Yours our nem Being! ourenlighten'd Souls! _ 

Spain may hold Realms, by Purchaſe of her Sword: 
And Worlds may yield to PoweR-— but We, to VIRTUE; 
Your bloody Nation's unſucceeding Pride 1355 
Had made their God diſguſtful as their Crimes! 

We ſaw him hateful, in their mur'drous Zeal; 

But lov'd him, in your Mercy. From your Heart, 

His Influence ſtream'd accepted: and my Crown, 
My Daughter, and my Soul, became your Slaves. 
Father, alike, of Carlos, and of Me, | 
I give him my Alira, for your Sake: 

And, with her, all Potoſs, and Peru. 
Summon the reverend Choir; prepare the Rites : 

And truſt my Promiſe, for my Daughter's Will. 
Alu. Bleſs be the long-wiſh'd Sound! - This great 
I ſhall godown in Peace, and hail my Grave. [work,paſt, 

O! Thou! Great Leader! whoſe Almighty Hand 
Drew the dark Veil afide, that hid new Worlds ; 
Smile on this Union, which, confirm'd by Thee, 
Shall, in one Empire, Eb the circled Globe, 
And task the Sun's whole Round, to meaſure Spain 
Eo LOA -- Bs 
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Ex mont, farewell I go, to greet my Son 
With welcome News, how much he owes my Friend. 


| Exit. 
EZMONT alone, 


Thou! nameleſs Power, unequal' d, and Alone! 
Whoſe dreadful Vengeance overwhelm'd, at onee, 

My Country, and Her Gods, too weak, to ſave ! 
Protect my failing Years from new Diſtreſs. ; 
Robb'd of my all: but This One Daughter left me: 


Oh! guard her Heart, and guide her, to be þleſs'd ! 


Enter ALZIRA, 


Daughter, be happy, while Good-fortune courts thee; 


And, in thy Bleſſing, chear thy Country's Hope. 
Protect the Vanquiſh'd: Rule the Victor's Will: 
Seize the bent Thunder, in his lifted Hand; 
And from Deſpair's low'Seat, remount a Throne. 
Lend the lov d Publick thy reluctant Heart; 
And, in the Joy of Millions, find thy own. 

Nay, do not weep, Alzira : Tears will, now, 
Seem Inſults; and reproach thy Father's Care. 


Alx. Sir, my whole Soul, devoted, feels your Power. 


Yet, if Alxira's Peace was ever dear, 
Shut not your Ear to my deſpairing Grief; 
But, in my Nuptials, read my certain Doom. 
Exm. Urge it no more: It is an ill tim d Sorrow. 
Away. I had thy kind Conſent before. . 
Alx. No, Vou compell d the frightful Sacrifice: 
And, ah! remorſeleſs Heaven! — at what a Time! 


When the rais'd Sword of this all-murd'ring Lover 


„ o'er my People's Heads, with threat ning Sway. 
To ſtrike the trembling remnant from my Sight, 


And mark my Nuptial Day, a Day of Death. 

Omens on Omens have pronounc'd it curs d. | 
Ezm. Quit theſe yain Fears, theſe ſuperſtitious Dreams 

Of un-confiding Ignorance ! What Day ? 


What Omens ? — We ourſelves, who chaſe our Acts, 


Nabe our own Pays, or happy, or accurs'd. 
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Alx. Twas on this Day, the Pride of all our Sta 
Zamor, the Great, the Warlike Zamor, fell: 


Zamor, my Lover, and your purpos d Son. 
Em. Zamor was brave: and I have mourn'd his Fall. 


But the cold Grave diſſolves ey*n Lover's Vows. 
Bear to the Altar then a Heart reſoly'd: 
And let thy ſummonꝰ d Virtue check thy Weakneſs. 


Was not thy Soul enroll'd a Chriſtian, lately? 


The awful Power, that lent thoſe Chriſtians Name, 

Speaks, in my Voice; commands thee to be won. 

Hear Him : and learn Obedience to His Will. : 
Alx. Alas, my Father! ſpare this dreadful Zeal. 

Has not the Parent ſpoke? Why ſpeaks the God? 

I know, and I confeſs, a Father's Power : 

At His Command, to facrifice the Life 

He gave me, is a Duty, Nature taught. 

But, my Obedience paſſes Nature's Bounds; 

Whate'erT ſee is, with my Father's Eyes; 

Whate'er I love is, for my Father's Sake; 


I Ichang'd my very Gods, and took my Father's. 


Yet, has this Father, piouſly ſevere, 

Wrong'd my believing Weakneſs, and undone me. 
He told me, to compoſe my troubled Heart, 

Peace held her Dwelling at the Altar's Foot. 


He told me, that Religion cur'd Deſpair ; 


And foften'd every Pang, that pierc'd the Soul. 


But, ah! 'twas all Decezt! all, dear Deluſion ! 6 


Mix d with the Image of an awful God, 


A buman Image ſtruggles in my Heart, 


And checks my willing Vertue, in its Riſing. 
Zamor, tho' dead to Nature, lives, to Love. 
Zamor ſtill triumphs in Alzira's Breaſt; 


Lord of her Soul, and holds back all her Wiſhes. 


'You frown. — Alas! you blame a Guilt you caus d. 


© wench then this Flame, too hard for Death and Time; 


And force me to be His, whom moſt I hate. 

If my lov'd Country bids, J muſt obey. 

Vet, while by Force you join unſocial Hands, 
Tremble, whene'er you drag me to the Altar, 


Tremble, to hear my Tongue deceive my God: 


This dreadful Day comes charg d with Pains, for Both 
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ro hear me, to this hated Tyrant, vow 


A Heart, that beats unchang'd, Another s Due. 


Exm. Alas, my Child, what unweigh'd Words are Theſe! - 


Pity my Age, unfit for length ning Woes : 


Nature asks Reſt: Pity theſe falling Tears. 


By all our Fates, that all depend on Trex, 
Let me conjure thee, to be bleſs'd, Thyſelf, 
Norcloſe in Miſery, my Life's laſt Scene. 
Why do I live, but to redeem thy Hopes? 

For thy own Sake, not mine, aſſiſt my Care. 


| Blaſt not the ripening Proſpect of thy Peace, 


Hard, and with labour d Patience, lowly grown. 

Now, on thy inſtant Choice, depends thy Fate ! 

Nor only thine, but a whole People's Fate! 

Wilt thou betray them? have they other Help? 

Have they a Hope, but Tuzz? —— Think, think, Alzira; 

And nobly loſe Thyſelf, to ſave a State. [Exit. 
Alx. Cruel Accompliſhment ! ſublime Defe# ! 

So, feign we Virtues, to become a Throne, 

Till Publick Duty drownsour private Truth. 


Enter Don CaRLos. 


D. Car. Princeſs, you give a Lover Cauſe to doubt, 
That this long labour of your ſlow Conſent 
Springs, from a Heart too cold to feel his Flame. 
While, for your Sake, ſuſpended Law forbears 
To puniſh Rebels, whom you wiſh to ſave, 
2 you compela Nation's Freedom 
And bind, in Recompence, my Chains, more cloſe! 
| Yet, miſconceive me not. I would not owe 
A ſoften d Sentiment to having ſerv'd you: 
That were to bribe a Heart my Pride wou'd win. 
I ſnhou'd, with mingled Joy and Bluſhes, gain you, 
If, as my Perquiſite of Power you fell. 
Let me attract, not force you. I would owe you, 
All, to yourſelf: Nor cou'd I taſte a Joy, 
That, in your giving it, might coſt you Pain. 
Alx. Join Sir, my fruitleſs Prayers to angry Heaven! 
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No Wonder you detect my troubled Soul: 
It burſts unveiPd from my diſclofing Exxs; 
And glows on every Feature's honeſt Air. 
Such is the Plainnefs of an Indian Heart, 
That It diſdains to ſculk behind the Tongue; 
But throws out all its Wrongs, and all its Rage. 
She who can hide her Purpoſe, can betray : 
And That's a Chriſtian Vertue, Iv'e not learnt. 


D. Car. Ilove your Frankneſs, but reproach its Cauſe, 


Zamor, remember'd Zamor, ſpeaks, in This. 

With Hatred, ſtretch'd beyond th' Extent of Life, 
He croſſes, from the Tomb, his Conq'ror's Will; 
And, felt through Death, revenges rival J. 
 . Ceaſe to complain, and you may learn to hear. 

My Fame, your Duty, Both, require a Change: 
And, I muſt wiſh, It were from Tears, to Joy. 
Alx. ARiyals Grave ſhou'd bury Jealouſy. 
But, whence your Right, to cenſure Sorrow for him ? 
I I lov'dhim: Iproclaimit. Had I not, | 
[had been blind to Senſe, and loſt to Reaſon. 
Zamor was all the Prop of our fal'n World: 
And (but he lov d me much) confeſs d no Weakneſs! 
Had I not mourn'd a Fate, He not deſery'd, | 
I had deſerv'd the Fate, He felt unjuſtly. 

For You, — be proud no more: but dare be honeſt. 
Far from preſuming toreproach my Tears, 
Honour my Conſtancy; and praiſe my Vertue. 
Ceaſe to regret the Dues I pay the Dead: 

And merit, if you can, a Heart thus faithful. Exit. 


Don CarLos, alone. 


Spite of my, fruitleſs Paſſion, I confeſs, 
Her Pride, thus darting its ſincere Diſdain, 
Aſtoniſnes my Thought, and charms my Anger. 
—- What, then, ſhall I reſolve ? — Muſt it coſt more, 
To tame one female Heart, than all Peru! ( 
Nature, adapting her to ſuit her Climate, 


Left her all ſavage, yet all ſhining, tog! 


1 But; 


© 4 lth . ¶ , 


T 25 
But, tis my Duty to be Maſter, here; 
Where (ſne alone excepted) All obey. 


Since then too faintly I her Heart incline, 
II force her ſtubborn Hand, and fix her mine. 


4 F u 


ZAaMoR, and four Ind ian Captains, in Chains, 
ns 


RIENDS ! who have dar'd beyond the Strength of 
Mortals! 5 
Whoſe Courage ſcorn'd Reſtraint, and grew, in Danger! 
Aſſociates, in my Hopes, and my Misfortunes / - 
Since we have loſt our Vengeance, let Death find us! 
Why ſhould we, longer, becondemn'd to Life, 
Defenceleſs, to our Country, and Alzira? . 

Yet, why ſhould Spaniſh Carlos, ſcape our Swords 
Why thrive, beneath a Weight of un-check'd Crimes? 
And why has Heaven forſaken, Us, and Virtue? _ 

Ye ſtrengthleſs Powers! whoſe Altars ſmoak'd in yain! 
Gods, of a faithful, yeta cheated People! . 
Why have you thus, betray'd us, to the Foe? 

Why had fix hundred, Spaniſh Vagrant's, Power 

To cruſh my Throne. your Temples, Rites, and You ? 
Where are your Altars? where my Glories, Now ? 
Where is Alira? more, Herſelf, a Gd, 

Than your collected Queens, of fancied Heaven ! 

Helpleſs, once more, thou ſee'ſt me, — loſt Peru ? 

O'er ſhifting Sands, through Deſarts, croſs d in vain, 
From Foreſt Wilds, impervious to the Sun ; | 
From the World's Waſtes, beneath the burning Zone, 

I brought thee un-hop'd Aid! The wond'ring Stars 

Beheld me, gath'ring from remoteſt Wilds, | 
New Strength,newProſpe&ts —and new Means — todie ! 
Your Arms, your Furtherance, your vaſt Support. 1 
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1 ALZIRA, 


New-furniſh'd my Deſires, and wing d my Hope: 
Vengeance and Love, once more, man'd my Heart; 
But, ah! how vain That Hope! how loſt that Vengeance! 
The Slave of Avarice are Honour's Maſters ! | 


n 


Ind. yy left we, in the neighb'ring Woods, our 
Forces? 
Why dar'd we too bold, their guarded Gates, 
Alone, and un- ſupported, — raſh Diſcoverers? 
Zam. Seiz d but this Morning, from ourDungeon's depth, 
Th' infernal Murderers have kicber brought us, 
Unknowing to what Death, tho? ſure to die. 
Fet, it o'erjoys me, we have met, once more. 
But where? what Place is This? Has none yet heard 
Who governs, here? what fate Alira found? 
Whether her Father is, like us, their Slave ? 
Dear, wretched Friends, who ſharea Death, my Due, 
Can none inſtruct me, what I wiſh to know? : 
Ind. Cap. From ſep'rate Priſons, hither led, like you; 
Through diff rent Streets we came, the Cauſe not known: 
All uninform'd of what you ſeek to learn. 
Great, but unhappy, Prince! deſerving, long, 
A nobler Fate! our ſilent Souls lament _ 
Our Want of Power to ſave fo lov'd a Leader. 
Novy to die with you, is our Nobleſt Claim, 
Since, to die for you, was a Choice denied us. 
Zam. Next the wiſh'd Glory of Succeſs in War, 
Ihe greateſt is, to die, and die, renown'd. 
But to die, Noteleſs, in the Shameful Dark, 
To die, and leave in Chains our ſuff ring Country ! 
To fall, undignified, by Villain's Hands : 
The Sacrifice, of Exrope's outcaſt Bloodhounds! 
Horrid, with Other's Wounds, and poorly Rich, 
With Other's plunder'd Treaſure ! die, by Butchers! 
 Blood-ſtain'd Inſulters of a yielding World! 25 
Riflers, who gave me up, to tire their Tagtures, 
But, for Diſcovery of the Gold I ſeorn d, 
As Droſs, leſs valued, and leſs wiſh'd than They! 
To be, in Death, the Cauſe of my Friend's dying 
To die, and leave Alxira, to my Murderers! _ This 
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This is a Death of Horror, not of Fame! 
. This is the Body's Death but ſhakes the Soul! 


Enter ALVAREZ, with a Guard of Spaniards, 


| Abo. Live: and be fre. 
[Spaniſh Soldier: umfetter the in 
1 Zam. Le Gods, of loſt Pers ! 
p What do I hear! — ſaid he, be free, and live? 
What vaſt, myſterious, Accident of Virtue ? 
Some Power Diyine, in Sport, deceives my Wonder! 
Thou ſeem'ſt a Spaniard and. but thou forgi giy'ſt, 
I cou'd have ſworn thee, Chriſtian !--who? what art * as ? 
Art thou ſome God? or this new City's King? 
Alv. Chriſtian Iam; and Spaniard; but no King. 
Yet, ſerves my Power, to ſave the Weak, diſtreſs d. 
Zam. What thy diſtinction then? thou gen rous Wonder! 
| Alv. The Love of Pity, when the Wretched, want it. 
Zam.Pity ! andChriſtian . what inſpir'dthyGreatneſs? 
Alv. My memory, my Duty; and my God. - | 
Zam. Thy God?--perhaps then, theſe inſatiate Waſters, 
Theſe human Seemers, with but Forms of Men; 
Theſe Thirſters after only Gold and Blood. 
From ſome coarſe, lawleſs, Part of Europe, came; 
And ſerve ſome bloodier God, that wars with Thine? 
Alv. Their Faith the ſame with mine, but not their Na- 
Chriſtians by Birth, by Error made un-chriſtian, ture. 
In Power grown giddy, they diſgrace Command. 
Thou know'ſt their Faults, too well: now, know my duty. 
Twice has the Sun's broad Traverſe girt the Globe, 
Twice,wheePd the Summer,round your World, and ours; 
Since a brave Indian, Native of your Land, | 
To whom Surprize in Ambuſh made me Captive, | 
Gave me the forfeit Life his Sword had won. 
The unexpected Mercy forc'd my Bluſhes : 
For, I perceiv d, Compaſſion o your Woes, 
Was but a Duty, when I thought, *twas Virtue. 
Thenceforth, your Country men became my Brothers : 
And, I have, now, but one Complaint againſt them; 
"8 —That I muſt never know his Name, who fav'd me. 
Zam. 


28 ALZIR A. 
Zam. He has Alvarez's Voice! He has his Features! 
His Age the ſame, too; and the ſame his Story ! : 
Tis He! there is no other Honeſt Chriſtian. 
Look on us all: and recollect his Face, : 
Who, wiſely ſpar'd thy Life, to ſpread thy Virtues. 
Alv. Come nearer, noble Youth. --- By Heaven, tis He! 
Now, my dim Eyes, you teach me my Decay, 
That cou'd not let me {oe my Wiſh indulg'd, 5 
But clouded ev'n my Gratitude. My Son! 
My Benefactor ! Saviour of my Age? | : 
What can I do! inftru& me to deſerve thee. 
Dwell in my Sight; and I will be thy Father. 
Thou wilt haye loſt the Merit of thy Gift, | 
Tf, from the Power it gave, Thou claim'ſt no Payment; 
Zam. 'Truſt me, my Father, had thy Spaniſh Sons 
Shewn buta Glimm'ring of thy awful Virtue, 
Grateful Peru, now, deſolately, theirs, 
Had been a peopled World, of willing Slaves. 
But Cruelty, and Pride, and Plunder, claim them. 
Rather than live, among that felon Race, EE 
Hide, hide me, filent Death; and ſcreen my Soul 
From the reliefleſs Rage of un-felt Curſes. 
All I wou'dask, all I will take, from Spain, 
Is but, to be inform'd, if Exmont lives? E 
Or, has his Blood new-ſtain'd their Hands with Murder? 
Ex mont? — perhaps you knew him not? That Ex mont, 
Who was Alzira s Father I muſt ſtop. 0 | 
And weep—— before I dare go on, to ax 
Whether That Father, and That Daughter live? 
Alv. Hide not thy Tears: weep boldly--and be proud 
To give the flowing Virtue manly Way. 
Tis Nature's mark, to know an honeſt Heart by. 
Shame on thoſe Breaſts of Stone, that cannot melt, 
In ſoft Adoption of another's Sorrow. Fe 
But, be thou comforted : for, both thy Fiiends 
Live; and are happy, here. | 
Zam. And, ſhall I fee fem? ' | 
Alv. Ezmont, within this Hour, fhall teach his Friend, 
Te liye, and hope. and be as bleſs d, as He. 


* 
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Zam. ALZIRA'S Ex mont? | 

Alv. From his Mouth, not mine, 3 
Thou ſhalt, this Moment, learn, whate'er thou ſeek'ſt. 

He ſhall inſtruct thee in a ſmiling Change, | 
That has united Spain, with ſav'd Peru. 
I have a Son, to bleſs, with this new Joy: 
He will partake my Happineſs, and love thee: 
I quit thee, —but will inſtantly return 
Tocharm thee with this Union's happy Story, 
That nothing, now, on Earth, has Power to ſever: 
Yet, which, once cloſs d, ſhall quiet warring Worlds. 

| | 1 9 I Erit, with Guards. 

Zam. At length, th awak'ning Gods remember Zamor, 
And to atone my Wrongs by working Wonders, | 
Have made a Spaniard Honeſt, to reward me! 

Alu. Is, himſelf the Chriſtian's God: „ 
Who, long-provok'd, and bluſhing at their Crimes, 

In his own Right deſcends, to veil their Shame. 
Hie ſays, he has a Son: That Son ſhall be 
My brother ; if, atleaſt, he does but prove 
Vern (cou'd Men be ſo) of ſuch a Father! 

O, Day! O, dawnof Hope, on my fad Heart! 
Ezmont; now, after three long Years, of Woe, 
Ezmont, Alxira's Father, is reſtor d me! 

Alira too, the dear, the gen rous Maid, 


She, whom my ſighing Soul has been at work for? | 


She, who has made me brave, and left me, wretched! 
Alzira too, is here! and lives, to thank me. | 


Enter EZ MONT. 


Oh! ye profuſe Rewarders of my Pain? 
He comes] my Ex mont comes! — Spring of my Hopes 
Thou Father of my lab'ring Mind's Inſpirer! 
Hard let me preſs thee, to a Heart that loves thee. 
Eſcap'd from Death, behold returning Zamor. 
He will not, cannot die, while there is Hope, 
That he may live to ſerve a ſuff ring Friend. 
—— Speak, ſpeak; and be thy firſt ſoft word Alzira! 
Say, ſhe is here: and bleſs d, as Heaven can make her. 
"=" "TRE 


To vindicate their Empire. Spain's dark Power 
- Prevail'd: and I was Captive led to Carlos. 
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Exm. Unhappy Prince !--She lives: — nor lives remote; 


Words cannot reach Deſcription of her Grief, 
Since firſt the News of thy ſad Death wasbrought her, 
Long dwelt ſhe, forrowing, o'er an empty Tomb, 


Which, for thy fancied Form, ſhe rais'd to weep on. 
hut thou ftillliv*ſt !_—-amazing Chance !---thou liv'ſt 


Heav'n _u_ ſome doubtful means to bleſs thee, long, 
And make thy Lite as happy --as*tis ſtrange ! | 
--- What brought thee HITHER, Zamor ? | 
Zam. Cruel Queſtion! © * . 
Colder, than all the Deaths I have eſcap'd from ! 


Why do'ft thouask ?--. Where elſe cou'd I have hop'd 


To find, and to redeem, thyſelt, and Daughter? | 
Ezm. Say that no more---'tis Miſery, to hear thee. 
Zam. Bethink thee of the black, the direful Day, 

When that vile Spaniard---CarLos, (curſe the Name!) 

Invulnerable, or to Sword or Shame, oy 
*erturn'd thoſe Walls, which Time, when young, ſaw 

By Earth attracted, Children of the Sun. 2 [ built, 

Periſh his Name? and oh be curs'd my Fate 


Who, yet, no nearer brought him, than to Thought, | 
In horror of his Murders ! -* Twas the Wretch, 


Who bears that Name, of Carlos, blaſted all. 


*T'was in that .* Pillage and Slaughter ſpread ? b= 


*T'was in that Name, they dragg'd Alira from me; 
Buried in Duſt the Temples of our Gods: . 


And ſtain'd with the ſurrounding Off rer's Blood, 
Their Violated Altars? The ſhock'd Power, 


That ſmil'd expectant, on our Marriage Vow, _ 
Ruſh'd back, and preſs d in vain his Brother Gods, 


I will not terrify thy pitying Breaſt, 
I will not tell thee, to what tort'ring Pain, 
That Villain Spaniard's Avarice condemn'd me. 


-Condemn'd me, Ex mont, for the ſake of Gold ! 


Gold, the Divinity of Beggar Spain; _ 

And our neglected Refuſe . Tis enough; 

To tell thee, that, amidſt their Tortures, left. 
And ſeeming dead, They, (tir d, not fatisficd,) | 


| Forbore, 
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Forbore, becauſe I felt not.—I reviy'd, | 


To feel, once more, but never forget, | : 


The gtindings of their Inſult. Three log: Furs 


Have lent me Friends, and Hopes, and arms, for yengeance; 
Cloſe ambuſh'd, in mers. b'ring Woods they lie, 
Sworn, the Revengers of their bleeding Country. 

Ezm. Alas! my Heart compaſſionates thy Wrongs: 
But, do not ſeek a Ruin, that wou'd ſhun thee. 
What can thy flint-arm'd Indian's Courage do? 
What their weak Arrows, Spoils of Fiſhes Bones? 
How can thy naked, untrain'd, Warriors conquer ? 
Unequally oppos'd to Iron-men : 5 
To woundleſs Boſoms, coated o er with Safety! 

And arm'd with miſſive Thunders in their Hand, 

That ſtream Deaths on us, ſwitter than the Winds? 
No — ſince the World, they ſay, has yielded to em, 
Yield Zamor, and Peru; and let em reign. .. 

Zam. Let the World yield Zamor will always find 
Some gen'rous Corner, in it, fit for Freedom. 
Had I been born, to ſerve; Obedience claim 
Returns, of Benefit, and due Protection: 

Outrage and Wrongs require Correction only. | 

Theſe Lightnings and theſe Thunders; theſe ſafe Shells, 
Caſes for Fear, which guard their Iron War; 
Theſe fiery Steeds, that tear the trampled Earth, 
And hurl their headlong Riders on the Fe; 
Theſe outward Forms of Death, that fright the World; 
I can look ſtedfaſt on; and dare deſpiſe. 1285 
The Novelty once loſt, the Force will fail. 

Curſe on our feeble Gold ! It calls in Foes, 


— 


Vet, helps not to repel the Wrongs it draws! 


Oh! had but Steel been ours !---but partial Heaven 

Alas, with that manly Wealth, enrich'd our Foe ? 

—— Yet, not to leave our Vengeance quite diſarm'd, 

Depriving us of Steel, it gave us Virtue. - 

Exm. Virtue was bleſs'd, of old: —But--Times ara 

chang'd. | „ 

Zam. No Matter let us keep our Hearts, the ſame. 

Alzira cannot change: Alzira's juſt. 

Alzira's. faithful, to her Vows, and me. 


Save 


| 
| 


I b 
-T 5K nn CO COCA 


When thou woud'ſt keep no Vows, to own no Gods. 


Save me, yeGods! from a Friend's downcaſt Eye! 
Whence are thoſe Sighs, and Tears? 
Ezm,_Too wretched Zamor' | 

Zam. I thought my ſelf Alzira's Father's Son; 

But find, theſe Tyrants have unking'd thy Soul. 

And taught thee, on the Grave's laſt Edge, to wrong me; 
Exm. They cannot) *Tis an Art, I will not learn. 

Nor are our Conq; rors, all, unjuſt :---for, know, 


Twas Heaven induc d theſe Chriſtians to our Clime, 
Leſs to ſubdue, and rule us, than inftrut, 8 


Know, they brought with them Vertues, here unfound: 
Secrets, immortal, that preſerve the Soul! _ 
The Science, of Salvation, by Belief! 
The Art, of living bleſ#d, and dying, ſafe 


Zam. Or I am deaf: or, wou'd to Heaven, I were! 


Bur, if I heard thee, right,---thou ſeem'ſt to praiſe--= 
Theſe pilfering Zealots, who uſurp thy Throne, 


And wou d convert thy Daughter, to a Slave! 


Em. Alxira is no Slave. 

Zam. Ah! — Royal E mont... 
Pardon ſome Tranſport, which 8 inflam d; 
And, to great Woes, indulge a little Warmth. _ 


Remember, ſhe was mine, by ſolemn Vow: 


By thy own Oath, before our Altar ſworn, 


Honour, and Perjury, can never meet. 


Exm. What are our Altars? what our Idol Gods? 
Fantoms, of human Coinage, fear d no more! 

I would not wiſh to hear thee cite their Name. 
Zam. What! was our Father's Worſhip vain Deceit? 
Exm. It was: and I have happily diſclaim'd it. 

May the great fingle Power, that rules whole Heaven, 

Lend thy dark Heart one Ray, of 'Truth divine ! 


May'ſt thou, unhappy Zamor, learn to know, 


And, knowing, to confeſs, in Europe's Right, 
Her God ſhould be ador'd, her Sons obey'd! 
Zam. Obey'd! Hell blaſt em What? theſe Sons of 


They have not robb'd thee of thy Faith alone, [Rapine? 


But pilfer d even thy Reaſon! — Vet, twas wile, . 


But, 
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For Heav'n betray'd, like me ; and torn at Once, | 


Drag me, to die at my Alzira's Feet: 


Theſe Pagans, obſtinate in Idol Zeal, 


AT RAGEDY. 33 
But, tell me? is Alira too forſworn? _ . 7 

True to her Father's Weakneſs, has ſhe fallen? 

Serves the the Gods of Chriſtians? 94 

Tho' bleſs d in my own Change, I weep for Thine. 
Zam. He,who betrays his Friend, hasCauſe for weeping. 

Yet, Tears, they ſay, ſhew Pity :—If they do 

Pity this Torment, which thy Shame has coſt me. 

Pity my Heart, at once alarm d, for Heaven, : 


_ Ezmn. Hapleſs Youth ! | | 


By Love, and Leal, and Vengeance. Take me, Carlos; 


And I will figh away a Soul, ſhe ſaves not. 
But, have a Care — be cautions, e're I fall, 

Of urging me, too raſhly to Deſpair. 

Reſume a human Heart! and feel ſome Virtue. 


Enter A LO NZ o, to EZ Mor. 
Alonzo, My Lord, the Ceremonies wait your Preſence. 
Ezm. Farewel---I follow thee. 
Zam. No, by my fan Þ 

I will not quit this Hold, till I have learnt, 

What Ceremony, what black Purpoſe, waits thee ? 
Ezm. Away - be counſelld —fly this fatal City. _ 
Zam. Not tho' theChriſtian Power that blaſts my Love, 

Shou'd rain down Lightnings on my deſtined Head, 

And my own Gods cry'd, ſtay, I till wou'd follow thee. 
Exm. Forgive the Force of an unwiſh'd Refuſal.-- 

Guards,. to your Care I muſt commit this Madman. 

Reſtrain him---He wou'd violate our Altar. 


Malign our holy Myſteries; and profane 
The Church's ſolemn Service.---Guard the Doors. 
Tis not in Right of my own Power I ſpeak; 
But, Carlos, in my Voice commands your Care. 
Exit with Guards, after they have freed him from Zamor, 
Zam. Did I not hear him, Friends !--or am I mad? 
Did I not hear him uſe the Name of Carlos? | 
O, Treachery ! O Baſeneſs! O, my Wrongs ! 


oF 


Jy „ 
O!] aft, uncredited, Reproach of Nature! CN 
 Ezmont commands, for Carlos ?----"T'was not EX mont 
*T was that black Devil, that ſcares the Chriſtian Cowards; 
Lied, in his Shape, to ſcandalize Peru „ 
O, Virtue! thou art baniſh'd from Mankind: 
Even from Alxira's Heart, thou now art fled. 
—— Theſe Villain Bart rers rob us not Not of Gold, 
They Pay its fatal Price, in Morals ruin'd. i 
Deteſted Carlos, then, is here. oh! Friends! 
What Council? what Reſource? to ſtop Deſpair. | 
Ind. Cap. Let not my Prince condemn the faithful Zeal, 
That wou'd adviſe his Sorrows..--Old Alvarez 
Will ſtrait return, and bring, perhaps, That Son, 
With whom to ſhare bis Joy the Good man haſten d. 
Urge him to ſee you, ſafe, without their Gates: 
Then, ſuddenly rejoin your ambuſh'd Friends, 
And march, more equal, to your purpos'd Vengeance. 
Let us not ſpare a Life, but good Alvarez, 
And this loy'd Son! I, near the Wall, remark'd 
Their Arts, and Modes of Structure: mark'd their Angles, 
Deep Ditch, broad Bulwarks, and their ſleeping Thunders, 
I faw, and weigh'd it, all: and found Hope Rirongelt. 
Our groaning Fathers, Brothers, Sons, and Friends, 
In fetter d Labour toil, to houſe their Spoilers, 
Theſe, when we march to their unhop'd Relief, 
Will rife, within the Town, behind their Maſters : 
While you, mean while, without, advance, againſt them; 
And, o'er our dying Bodies, proudly heap d. 
Bridge a bold Entrance, o'er their bloody Rampart. 
There, may we turn againſt their T'yrant Heads, 
Thoſe fiery Mouths of Death, thoſe Storms of Murder, 
Thoſe Forms, that frightning honeſt, artleſs Bravery, 
Build, on our Ignorance, a Throne for Wrongs. | 
Zam. llluſtriousWretchedneſs! by Heaven, it charms me, 
To ſee theſe ſoaring Souls out- tower their Fortune. 
Shall we--yes, ſtill we ſhall!--recover Empire? 
Carlos ſhall feel Peru, deſpis d Peru, "ag 
Knock at his trembling Heart, and claim Atonement. 
Come, dire Revenge! thou melancholy God! _ 
That comforts the Diſtreſs'd with ſhadowy Hopings! 
| : Strengthen. 
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Strengthen our willing Hands: let Carlos die! 

Let but That Spaniſh Murderer, Carlos, die, 

And I am half repaid my Kingdom's Lofles! 
But, we are Wretches, indolently brave: 


We talk of Vengeance: and we ſleep, in Chains; 


Alvarez has forgot me: Ex mont ſlights me: 

And She I love is Theirs, whom muſt I hate. 

All the poor Comfort of my Heart is Doubting. 

Hark ! what ſurprizing Noiſe! [ Shou] It riſes, louder, 
And ſudden Fires, high- flaming, double Day ! [chiefs 


Hark !- from their Iron Throats. [ Guns] yon roaring Miſ- 


Pour their triumphant Inſult. ¶ Trumpets, Cc. ] What new 
Or what new Crime, demands this Swell of Joy? [ Feaſt, 

Now, in their heedleis Mirth, deſcend ſome God; 
And teach us to be free; or, failing, die. 

*Tis liberty alone, that makes Life dear: 

He does not live at all, who lives to fear. 


AFAVAVAVATAVAVATAVAY | 


ACT HE. 
ALZIRA, alone. 


8 3 Lover! ſhun to view me ! 
Riſeto the Stars, and make their Brightneſs ſweeter ; 
But, ſhed no Gleam of Luſtre on Alira. i 

She has betray d her Faith, and married Carlos 

The Sea, that rolbd its watry World, betwixt us, 

Fail'd to divide our Hands--and he has reach'd me! 

The Altar trembled, at th' unhallow'd Touch: 

And Heaven drew back, reluctant, at our Meeting. 

O! thou ſoft-hovering Ghoſt, that haunt'ſt my Fancy ! 
Thou, dear, and bloody Form, that skims before me! 
Thou never- dying, yet thou buried, Zamor 7 * 

1-0 & > | 1 


1 
5 
' 
p 
11 
£] 
1 


— — — . ————— — 7 5 — h 
> wt A rr — = I =. = = 3 26.6 4 
— —— my" . = — ͤ— — — ws 
— . _—_ * * 


t.. ̃² ⸗ & iy 

If Sighs, and Tears, have Power to pierce the Grave; 

If Death, that knows no Pity, will but hear ez. 

If Rill th gentle Spirit loves Alxira: 

Pardon, . even in Death, ſhe dar'd forſake thee! 

Pardon her rigid Senſe of Nature's Duties: 

A Parent's Will {---a pleading Country's Safety! 

At theſe ſtrong Calls, ſhe ſacrific d her Love; 

To joyleſs Glory, and to taſteleſs Peace: 

And to an empty World, in which Thou art not! 
O! Zamor! Zamor! follow me no longer. 

Drop ſome dark Veil, ſnatch ſome kind Cloud before 1 

Cover that conſcious Face, and let Death hide thee ! 

Leave me, to ſuffer, Wrongs that Heaven allots me: 

And — * buly Fancy to forget thee. 


Enter E MIR 4. 


* 
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Where are thoſe Captives ? ? are they "Ik Emira ? 
Where thoſe {ad Children of my mournful Country? 
Will they not ſuffer me to ſee, to hear them? _. 
To fit and weep, and mingle with their Mourning ? ? 

Emira. Ah! rather, dread the Rage of angry Carlos, 
Who threatens em with ſome new Stroke of Horror. 
Some cruel Purpoſe hangs, this Moment, o'er em! 
For, through this Window look, and ſee, diſplay'd, 
The broad red Standard, that betokens Blood! 
Loud Burſts of Death roar from their Iron Priſons, 
And anſwer, dreadful, to each other's Call! [ Guns. 
The Council haſts, alarm'd, and meets, in Uproar. — 
All J have heard, beſides, is, that the Prince, | | 
Your Father, has been ſummon'd to attend. 

Alz. Immortal Guardian of th' endanger'd Juſt! 
Have I, for This, in vain, betray'd my Peace? 
Dares the dire Husband, recent from the Altar, _— 
New to my forc'd Conſent,--and ſcarce, yet, Lord 
Of my repenting Hand; ſo ſoon, let looſe : 
His re-commiſſion'd Murders ! Muſt my Nuptials 
Serve, as the Prelude, to my. People's Blood. 

O, Marriage! Marriage! what a Curſe is Thine, 
Where Hands alone conſent, and Hearts abhor! 
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Enter CEPHANIA, 


| Ceph. One of the Captive Indians, juſt ſet free, 
In Honour of the 10 oy that crowns this Day, 

Prays your Permiſſion, Madam, to be heard, 
And at your princely Feet, diſcloſe ſome Secret. 

Alz. Let him with Firmneſs, and with Freedom, enter. 
For Him, and for his Friends, He knows, I live. 
Dear to my Eyes, I mark em, with Delight, 

And love, alas, in them, their poor loſt Country, 
---But, why alone?---Why One? 

Ceph. It is that Captain, 

To whoſe victorious Hand, I heard, but now, 
Alvarez, your new Lord's illuſtrious Father, 
Ow'd his remitted Life, from Indians, ſav'd. 

Em. With earneſt Preſſure, he has fought your Preſence; 
He met me, entring, and with trembling Haſte, 
Implor'd me to befriend th important Prayer. 

He told me, further, that the Prince your Father, 
For ſome ftrange Cauſe, This Indian ſeems to know, 
Had charg'd the Guards he *ſcap'd from, to prevent 
His Accets to your Ear.---Methinks, there fits 

A kind of ſullen Greatneſs, on his Brow, 

As if it veil'd, in Grief, ſome awful Purpoſe. 

Ceph. I watch'd him--and he walks, and turns, and weeps: 
Then ſtarts, and looks at Heaven; and to the Gods, 
Pours up an ardent Sigh, that breaths your Name! 

1 wy him---but, gather'd, from this Freedom, 
That He's a Stranger to your Rank, and Greatneſs. 
Alx. What Rank? What Greatneſs ?--Periſh all Diſtine- 
tion, | 
That, from the wrong'd Unhappy, barrs the Great 


Who knows, but This was, once, ſome gen'rous Friend, 


Some brave Companion, of my Zamor's Arms ! 

Who knows, but He was near him, when he fell; 
And brings ſome Meſſage from his parting Soul! 

How dare I then receive him ?---Can my Heart 

Be Proof, againſt the laſt, kind Words of Zamor? 
Will not the half-lulld Pain, rekindling freſh, 
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Burn, with Encreaſe of Smart, and wring mp Soul? 
--No Matter, — let him enter. [Exit Cephania. 

| --Ha! what means 

This ſudden Chillneſs, ſadd' ning. round m Heart, 

In ſhort, faint, Flutt'rings, never felt, before! 

Ah! fatal Reſidence --From the firſt Hour 

Theſe hated Walls became Alxira's Priſon, 

Each diff rent Moment brought ſome diff rent Pain: 


Eten ZAM OR. 


Zam. Art thou, at length.eftor'd me ?--Cruel! tell me? 
Art thou, indeed, Alzira ? 


Alz. ----Gentle Spirit ! 
Forgive me---Do not come to chide the Vakup 
I have been wrong'd; but--- , [Faints, into E. Aim. 
Zam. Thine. waoald bave ls. 
And her imperfe& Purpoſe ful bled me. 
Revive, thou deareſt, lovelieſt, loſt, Alxira 
Zamor will live no longer, bau dſt Thau die. 
Alx. The kind, forgiving Shade is, till before me! 
It wak'd me, by a Sound, deem's His Name. 
_ i no Shadow, Fol Alzirs's mine ; [ 6 
I am thy living Lover, at thy Feet | kneeling, 
Reclai x. Fa thee, thou noblef Half himſelf! 5 
Alx. Can it be paſſible, Thou R 
Zam. Thy Zamor---thine. 
Alx. Byt,--art thou ſure, thou liviſt? | 
Zam. Tis in thy Power | 
To make That Truth undoubted. Do but 
Thou wou'dſi not have me die. and I will li 
To thank thee; thus, with everlaſting Love. 
[[Riſes, und catches her in his Arms. 
PS O! Days of Saftneſs! -O! bard Years, 
Of ever-vaniſh'd-H ſs -O] Zamor! 
Why his the Grave been bountiful, too late? 
Why ſent thee back, in * to wake Joy bitter; 
By mix'd Ideas of diſtracting Horror 
Ab, Zamor!— What a Time is This to charm in 
Thy every Ward, and Look, ſhouts — 
am 
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Zam. Then, mourn ſt thou my Return? | 
Alz. I do I 7 2 

Becauſe, —it was no ſooner. | 
Zam. Generous Tenderneſs ? 3 | 
Alx. Where haſt thou been, thus long, —unknows, 

till now ? = 
Zam. A wand'ring Vagabond, that trod the World, 

In fruitleſs Search of Means, to fave Alzira. 

Not all the tort'ring Racks, of Villain Carlos, 

Cou'd from my panting Heart expel Alzira. 

The bloody Spoiler tir'd his Rage in vain; 

; I bray'd his Wounds, and Inſults. —Life had, Jet, 

. No Leiſure to forſake me. Thou requir'dſt me. 

The Groans of ſuff ring Nations reach d my Soul, 
And bad it ſtruggle, to revenge Mankind. 
Alas! thou trembleſt! Thy ſoft Nature ſhrinks, = 

. A bare Recital of theſe Spaniſh Virtues. | þ 

| Doubtleſs, the Guardian God that ſmiles on Love, 

Knew thy kind Wiſh;--and, for thy Sake, ſuſtain'd me. | 
And Thou wilt thank, I know, his 804 Goodneſs, 
Thy pious Heart diſdains to quit th | = 
Becauſe They ſuffer with thee; and 8 nM | | 9 
To ſtem th invading Hoſt of Sgain's New Heaven! 

Thou haſt too little Falſchood, for a Spaniard, 

. Haſt thou e er heard of a baſe Wretch, call'd . ? 
ABirth, that blackens Nature! a taught Monſter! ! 
Sent, in our Shape, from me far diſtant World, 
To humble ours, with Senſe of human Baſeneſs ! 
They tell me, He is here--GrantHeav'n thou know'ſt him? 
Thou, then ſhalt guide my Vengeance, — to this, Firſt, 
And Vileſt, of its Victims. 
Alx. Find him, here 

Black, in my Breaſt, he lives: Strike, ſtrike, and reach him, 
Zam. Hold,Heart--and break not, yet. this may be-Pity. 
Alx. Strike for--J merit neither Life,--nor Thee. 
Zam. Ezmont | I feel thee; and believe thee, all! 
Alx. Did he then tell thee?--Had my Father Power 

To dwell fo Gadly on my hopeleſs Woes, 7 

As to deſeribe em to thee ? — Did he name f 

_ The dreadful — loſt — awes him? 

am. C4 7 | Zam. 
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Zam. No- but thou may ſt: For, that will harden Zamor, 
That He ſhall never be aſtoniſh'd, more. | 
Alx. Yes — I will tell it thee—Prepare to tremble : 
Not for thyſelf to tremble; —but for me. I 
I will lay open the vaſt Horror, to thee: | 
Then, Thou wilt weep, and live :—and bid me die. 
Zam. Alxira oh! | 
Alx. This Carlos | 
Zam. CARLOS 
Alz. He. | 
I was, this Morning, Sworn, forever — his! 
Zam. Sworn whoſe? not Carlos? 


* - o 


Alz. I haye been betray'd. 5 a 
I was too weak, alone, — againſt my Country. 
Even on this fata, this foreboding, Day, 

Almoſt within thy Sight, Chriſtian Alzirg 

Plighted, in Preſence of the Chriſtian God, 

Her hapleſs Hand, to Carlos. — Tis a Crime, 

That hopes no Pardon !--All my Gods renounc'd! + 

My Lover wrong'd! my Country's Fame betray'd! 

All, all, demand Revenge. Do Thou, then, kill me: 

Thou wilt ſtrike tenderly — and my glad Blood | 

Shall meet thy dear-lov'd Hand--and, That way, join thee. 

Zam. Carlos, Alzita's Husband: - tis impoſlible ! 

Alz. Were I diſpos'd to mitigate my Crime, 

I cou'd alledge a Father's awful Power; 

I cou'd-remind thee of our ruin'd State: | 

And plead my Tears, my Struggles, and Diſtraction: 

Till three, long, wretched, Years confirm'd thee dead. 

T cou'd, with Juſtice, charge my Faith renounc'd 

On Hatred of thoſe Gods, who ſav'd not Zamor. 

But, I diſclaim Excuſe,---to ſhun Remiſhon. 

Love finds me Guilty ; and that Guilt condemns me, 

Since Thou art ſafe, no Matter what I ſuffer. | 

When Life has loſt the Joys that make it bleſs'd, 

--- The ſhorteſt Liver is the happieſt, always. 

Why do'ſt thou view me; with ſo kind an Eye? 
Thou ſhou'dfſt look ſternly and retract all Pity. 


ES 5 Zam. 
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Zam. No---if I ſtill am loy'd, thou art not guilty. | 
--- Wiſhing me bleſs d, methinks thou mak'it me ſo. 
Alz. When, by my Father urg'd, and by Alvarez, 
And inly too impell'd, perhaps, to Fate, h 
By ſome forſaken God, who meant Revenge; 
When by the Chriſtian's Fears, and my touch'd Heart, 
At once, beſet, They drag'd me to the Temple, 
Even in the Moment when advancing Carlos 
Sought my eſcaping Hand,---tho? I, then, thought thes 
Dead; and forever loſt to my fond Hopes: | 
Yet, then, beneath the Altar's ſacred Gloom, 
I bow'd my Soul to Zamar : Memory, | | 
Reliey'd me, with 'Thy Image,---Indians, Spaniards, 
All, all, have heard, how ardently I loy'd thee. 
*Twas my Heart's Pride, to boaſt it to the World! 
To earth, to Heay'n,---to Carlos, I proclaim'd it! 
And now, een now, in this diſtreſsful Moment, 
For the laſt Time, -I tell Thyſelf, love thee. 


Zam. For the laſt Time! Avert the Menace, Heay'n! 


Art thou at once, reſtor'd----and loſt again! 
*Tis not Love's Language, This !---alas! Alzira! — 
Alx. O, Heav'n!.-Alvarez comes, and with him, Carlos. 


Enter Don ALVAREZ, follow'd by Don CaRLos. 


Alv. See! with Alzira there, my Life's Reſtorer ! 
Approach, young Hero! *tis my Son, who ſeeks thee 3 
Spain's Delegate, who here holds Power ſupreme : 

My Carlos, bids thee ſhare his bridal Joy. 

---Meet, and Embrace: Divide your Father's Love: 

My Son, of Nature, One---and one of Choice. 
Zam. Nam'd be not Carlos ?---Periſh ſuch a Son, 
As the Deteſted Carlos | 

Alx. Heaven avert N | 
The riſing Tempeſt, that o'erwhelms my Soul! 

Alv. What means This Wonder ? 

Zam. Tis not poſlible !---- . 

No---I wou'd disbelieve atteſting God, 
Shou'd they, from Heaven, aſſert this Shock to Nature 
That ſuch a Father---Can---have ſuch a Son 1 

| Car. 
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D. Car. Ito Zamor. ] Slave! from what 8 pring does 
thy blind Fury riſe? 
Know'ſt thou not who I am? 

Zam. Thou art —a Villain. | 
My Country's Horror and whole Nature's shame; * 
Among the Scourges whom juſt Heaven has left thee, 
Know me, for Zamor. 

D. Car. Thou, Zamor t 

Alu. Zamor! 

Zam. Yes — the tortur'd Zamor. 

Bluſh to be told it: and remember, with it, 
The bloody 7 f of thy remorſeleſs Cruelty; 
That baſely dar d inſult a yielded Captive! 

Now. he teturns — eee in Diſtreſs, 


To look thee into Shame: to ſec thoſe Eyes 


Fall their ſtretch'd Fierceneſs, and decline before him. 
Thou Waſter of the World ! Thou licens d Robber! 
Thou whoſe laſt Spoil was my Alzira's Glory! 
Win her, againſt this Sword; [draws,]—the Sole, good, 
Zamor can alt he owes thy haughty Country. [ Gain, 
Now, the lame Hand, that gave the Father Life, 
Claims, in Return, the Son's devoted Blood: 
And, ſo reveng d, atones a dying Realm. : 
Alu. Confounded, andamaz'd, | hear him ſpeak; 
Andevery Word CET Stranger? —Carlos cannot 
Be guilty or, if Guilty, cannot anſwer. 
D. Car. To anſwer, is a Poorneſs I deſpiſe. 


Where Rebels dare accuſe, , ſhoulpÞ ower reply, 


*T would butforget to pu ith the Od, 
I might; but that I 5 the Reverence, due, 
To your protecting Preſence, well have anſwer d. 
-- Madam, {to Alz ira. ] your Heart ſnou d have inſtructed 
Why you offend me, while I ſee you here. [you 
If not my Peace, at leaſt your Fame, demands 

That you now drive this Outlaw from your Thoughts. 
You weep then! and inſult me with your Tears? 
And, _ I love, and can be jealous of you! 


4. 


A ZRAGEDY. 
Alz. Cruel!“ and You, + my Father, and Protector! 
And Thou! + my Soul's paſt Hope, in happier Times! 
Mark — and condole my Fate. Mix your Due Pity : 
fend tremble at the Horror of my Woes. 
Behold this Lover, which my Father choſe me, 
Before I knew there was a World but ours. 
With his r Death our Empire fell: 
And 1 have liv'd to ſee my Father's Throne 
O'erturn'd ; and all Things ehang d, in Earth, and Heay'n ! 
By every human Help, alas! forſaken, rj 
At length, my Father, from the Chriſtian's God 
Sought Help, and ſcreen'd a State, behind his Name. 
Compell'd, before this unknown Power, to kneel, 
A dreadfyl Oath has bound my backward Soul, 
Tolove the Murd'rer of my real Lover ! 
In my new Faith, I own myſelf unskill'd, 
But all, that Vertue taught me, That, I know. 
Zamor, Ilovethee, jultly :—I confeſs it. 
What Duty calls for, can deſerve No Shame. = 
Yet, where my Soul is bound, my Heart obeys: | 
And I can now be Thine, alas, no more. ; ; 
Let me be wretched, rather than Unjuſt. 
Carlos, for you, I am your Wife and Victim: 
Yet, in Abhorrence of your cruel Heart, | L 
I hold my Handdivorc'd and henee, abjure you. | 
One Way, to Either, 1 ſubmit, with Joy : 
If your Swords claim me, Iam due to Both. 
Which will reward me with the Death 1 wiſh? - 
| Carlos thou haſt a hand already ſtain'd: F | 
Thy practisd Poiguard need not ſtart, at Blood. | 
a Strike then, for due Revenge of {lighted Love? { 
n And puniſhing the Guilty, — Once, be juſt. 
1, D. Car. I find, then, Madam, you-wou'd brave myWeak- 
Proud of offending, One who muſt forgive. [neſs! 
But, yau invoke my Vengeance, and itcomes. 
Your Fate is ready ——for your Minion dies. | | 
K. Who waits? — a Guard there. | 


* To Carlos. + To Alvarez. + To Zamor. 
Enter 


„ ALZIRA 
82 Enter Soldiers, 


Alx. Cruel Chriſtian,-Inſult | . Tay 
Alv. My Son! what mean you ? What raſh Tranſport 
Think, whom you ſentence. ----- Is his Perſon hateful, 
Let, reverence his Virtue, and his Name. 
He who is, helpleſs, in his Hater's Hands, 
Claims Safety, from his Weakneſs, —Why, why, Carlos, 
. MuftI, a ſecond Time, remind your Mercy? 
I gave you Life: — but Zamor gave it Me. 
Be wan d nor forfeit Honour, to Revenge. 


Euter Don ALoxzo, with Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Alon. Pardon and Entrance, Sir, thus unprepar d. 
The Woods that border on the neighb'ring Plain, 
Pour out a ſudden Swarm of Indian Foes. 
Arm'd they advance, as if to ſcale our Walls: 

And Zamor's Name reſounded, rings to Heaven. 
Gleamings, from Golden Bucklers, meet the Sun: 
And in firm Line, and cloſe- compacted March, 
The ftretch'd Batallians move, in martial Juſtneſs. 


They hold ſuch Diſcipline, ſuch order'd Motion, 


As n&er were known before, to Savage Foes. ' » 
As if, from us, they catch'd the Lights ot War, 
And turn'd the burning Leſſons on their Teachers. 

D. Car. Away then: let us think em worth our Meet- 
Heroes, of Spain! ye fav'rite Sons of War! [ing. 
All Corners of the World are yours, to ſhinein. 

Help me to teach theſe Slaves to know their Maſters. 
Bring him along, by Force. 

Zam. Tyrant, they dare not. : 

Or, are they Gods, who cannot be repelld? | 

And Proof againſt the Wounds, they ſeek to give? 
D. Car. Surround him. 38 

Alx. Spare him, ſave him! 

. Son, be cool!!. Tg 

And ſtill, remember, what your Father owes * 

e | | - . Car a 
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D. Car. Sir, I remember, tis a Soldier's Duty | . 
To bear down Oppoſition : ſo you taught me. | 
[ Alonzo, and Spaniſh Soldiers, ſurround and ſeize Tamor. | 
Your Pardon, Sir.---I go, where Honour calls me. 

Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spaniſh Soldiers. |} 
T Al. to Alv. ] Low, at your Feet, I fall; your Virtue's claim. 
"Tis the firſt Homage Fortune, yet has taught me. 
Grant me the wiſh'd Releafe, of Death's kind Hand, 
From Miſeries, I cannot live, to ſee. : 

But, dying, let me leave this Witneſs with you, ö 
That, true to my firſt Vows, 1 change not lightly. | 
Two different Claimers cannot, both, poſſeſs 
One faithful Heart, that can but once be given. 
Zamor is mine: and I am only Zamor's, 

Zamor is virtuous,” as a fancied Angel, 
Twas Zamor gave his Life, to good Alvarez ! 
Aly. I feel the Pity of a Father, for,thee. 

I mourn afflicted Zamor : I will guard him: 
I will protect you both, unhappy Lovers? 

Yet, ah! be mindful of the Marriage Tye, 5 | 

That, but this Morning, bound thy Days to Carlos. 

Thou art no longer Thine, my mournful Daughter, 

Carlos has been too cruel; but repents'it ; 

And This once- cruel Carlos is thy Husband. 

He is my Son too: and he loves us, both. „ 
Pity ſoon ſoftens Hearts, where Love has enter d. 

Alx. Ah! why did Heaꝰn not make youZamor'sFather ! 
Greatneſs with Sweetneſs join'd, like Fire with Light, 
Each aiding other, mingle warm, with bright. F 
What the Kind wants, th' Aſſociate Strong ſupplies, 

And from the Gentle, Peace and Calmneſs riſe. 


ACT 


% 


. 


ACT iV. 
Don AL VAREZ, Don CARLos. 
Shones, Thumpets, # long and lofty Flowriſh. 


ALVAREZ, 
D ESERVE, my Son, this Triumph of your Arms, 
Your Numbers, and your Courage, have prevail'd; 
And, of this laſt, beſt, Effort of the Foe, | 
Half are no mote ; and Half are yours, in Chains. 
Diſgrace not due Succeſs, by undue Cruelties: 
But call in Mercy, to ſupport your Fame. 
I will go viſit the afflicted Captives, . 
And pour Compaſſion on their aking Wounds, - g 
Mean while, remember, you are Man, and Chriſtian. 
Bravely, at once, reſolve, to pardon Zamor. 
---Fain wou'd J ſoften this indocil Fierceneſs, | 
And teach your Courage, how to conquer Hearts. 
D. g. YourWords pierce mine, freely, devote my Life, 
But, leave at Liberty my juſt Revenge. 55 
Pardon him ?---Why, the Savage Brute is lov'd! 
Alv. Th' unhappily Belov'd moſt merit Pity. 
D. Car. Pity !--Cou'd I be ſure of ſuch Reward, 
I wou'd die pleas'd,--and ſhe ſhou'd pity Me. 
Alv. How much to be lamented is a Heart, 
At once, by Rage of headlong Will oppreſs'd, 
And by ftrong Jealouſies, and Doubtings, torn! 
D. C. When Jealouſy becomes aCrime,--Guard, Heaven, 
That Husband's Honour, whom his Wife not loves! 


Tour Pity takes in ali the World---but Me. 


Alv. Mix not the Bitterneſs of diſtant Fear 
With your arriy'd Misfortuncs.--Since Alzirs 4 | 
- S 8 . £ 7; 28 
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And ſlacken every Rein, to Riyal Love? 


ATRAGEDY. 
Has Virtue, it will prove a wiſer Care 3 20 
To ſoften her, for Change, by patient Tenderneſs, 
Than, by Reproach, confirm a willing Hate. 
Her Heart is, like her Country, tudely fweet :--- 
Repelling Force, but gentle to the Kind. 
Softneſs willſooneſt bend the ſtubborn Will. | 

D. C. Softneſs!--by all the Wrongs of Woman's Hate, 
Too much of Softneſs but invites Difdain. OI 
Flatter'd too long, Beauty at length, grows wanton, 
And, inſolently ſcornful, lights its Praiſer. 
Oh! rather, Sir, be jealous for my Glory; 
And urge my doubting Anger, to reſolve, 
Too low already, Condeſcenſion bow'd, 


Nor bluſh'd, to match the Conq'ror with the Slave! 


But, when this Slave, unconſcious, what ſhe owes, 
Proudly repays Humility, with Scorh, 
And braves, and hates the unaſpiring Love, 
Such Love is Weakneſs :---and Submiſſion, there, 
Gives Sanction to Contempt, and rivets Pain. 
Alv. Thus, Youth is, ever, apt to judge in haſte, 
And loſe the Medium, in the wild Extreme. 
Do not repent, but regulate your Paſſion : 
Tho' Love is Reaſon, its Exceſs is Rage. 
Give me, at leaſt, your Promiſe, to reflect, 
In cool, impartial, Solitude: And, ftill, 
No laſt Deciſion, till we meet again. | 
D. Car. It is my Father asks---atid, had I Will, 
Nature denies me Power, to anſwer, No. 
I will, in Wiſdom's Right, ſufpend my Anger. 
--- Yet---Spare my loaded Heirt :---nor add more Weight; 
Leſt my Strength fails beneath th unequal Preſſure. 
Alv. __ yourſelf Time, and all you wang comes 
With it. 1. 


De Cant os, Kone. 
And. muſt I coldly then, to penfive Pity, 
Give up the livelier Joys of wiſn'd Revenge? 
Muſt I repel the guardian Cares of Jealonfy, 


Muſt 
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Muſt 1 reduce my Hopes beneath a Savage ? 
And poorly envy iuch a wretch as Zamor ! 
A coarſe Luxuriance of ſpontaneous Virtue ! 
A Shoot, of rambling, fierce, offenſive Freedom : 
Nature's wild Growth, ſtrong, but un- prun d, in Daring, 
A rough, raw, Woodman, of this rugged Clime; , 
Illitrate in the Arts of poliſh'd Life; | 
And, who, in Europe, where the Fair can Ju 
Wou'd hardly, in our Courts, be call'd, a Man! 
She comes !--Alzira comes !--unwiſh'd--yet, charming. 


Ny Enter AL z IR A. 


Alv. You turn, and ſhun mel--So, I have been told, 
Spaniards, by Cuſtom, -- meet ſubmiſſive Wives. 
— But, hear me, Sir: — hear, even a ſuppliant Wife, 
Hear this unguilty Object of your Anger, 5 
One, who can rev rence, tho? ſhe cannot love you: 
One, who is wrong d Herſelf, not injures you 
One, who, indeed is weak, — and wants your Pity. 
Is cannot wear Diſguiſe: Be it th' Efe& 
Of greatneſs, or of weakneſs, in my Mind, 
My Tongue cou'd ne er be mov'd, but by my Heart: 
And That — was vow'd, - Another's.-—If he dies, 
The honeſt Plainneſs of my Soul deſtroys him. 
Tou look ſurpriz'd:--I will, till more, ſurprize You. 
I come, to try you deeply — for, I mean i 
To move the Husband, in the Lover's Favour! 
— I had half flatter'd my unpractis'd hope, 
That You, who govern others, ſhou'd; yourſelf, 
Be temp'rate, in the Uſe of your own — _ 
| Nay, 1 perſuaded my unchriſtian Ign'rance, 
That an ambitious Warrior's infelt Pride 
Shou'd plead, in Pardon of that Pride in Others. 
This I am ſure of, — that, forgiving Mercy 
Wou'd ſtamp more Influence, on our Indian Hearts, 
Than all our Gold on Thoſe, of Men, like you. „ | 


Who knows, did ſuch a Change endear your Breaſt, 

How far the pleaſing Force might ſoften mine? 
— you my Reſpect, and Faith; 

Be, „ | 


Your Right 


— 
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=—Strive, for my Love: Strive, for whatever, elle, 
May charm :---if aught there is, can charm, like Love. 
Forgive me: I ſhall be betray'd; by Fear, 
N To promiſe, till 1 over- charge my Power. 
: 'Yet—try, what Changes, Gratitude can make. 
: A Spaniſh Wife, perhaps, wou'd promiſe more, 
Profuſe in Charms, and prodigal of Tears, 
Wou'd promiſe all Things--and forget em, all. 
But I have weaker Charms, and fimpler Arts. 
Guile-leſs of Soul, and left, as Nature form'd ne, 
I err, in honeſt Innocence of Aim, | 
And, ſeeking to compoſe, inflame you, more. 
All I can add, is This : Unlovely Force 
Shall never bow me, to reward Conſtraint: 
But— to what Lengths I may be led, by Benefits, 
Tis in your Power to try: not mine, to tell. 
D. C. Tis well.--Since Juſtice has ſuch Power to guide 
That you may follow Duty, know it, firſt. [ you, ' | 
Count Modeſty, among your Country's Vertues; | 
| And copy — not condemn, — the Wives of Spain. 
*Tis your firſt Leſſon, Madam, to forget. 
Become more delicate, if not more kind, 
And, never let me hear, the Name I hate... : 
—— You ſhou'd learn, next, to bluſh away your Haſte, - | 
And wait in Silence, till my Will reſolves 1 
What puniſnment, or Pity, ſuits his Crimes. 
Know, laſt, that (thus provok d) a Husband's Clemency 
Out- ſtretches Nature. if it pardons— Tou. | 
Learn, thence, Ungrateful ! that I want not Pity : | 
And be the Laſt, to dare believe me Cruel. [Exit D.Carlos. ö 
| 


Ezm. Madam, be comforted I mark'd him well? 
I ſee, he loves; and Love will make him ſofter. - 

Alz. Love has no Pow'r to act, when curb'd, by Jealouſy. 
Zamor muſt die: — for I have ask'd his Life. Pe 
Why did not I foreſee the likely Danger? = | 
--But, has thy Care been happier ?- -Canſt thou fave him? ö 


* Far, far, divided from me, may he lire! { 

— Haſt thou made Trial of his Keeper's Faith ? 

Em. Gold, that, with Spaniards, can outweigh their God, 

, Has bought his Hand ;--and, ſo, his Faith's your own. | 
© hs D | - Tn 
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Alx. Then (Hear'n be bleſs'd) This Metal, form d for 


715 ; Crimes, 35 | 

| Sometimes, atones the Wrongs, *tis dug to cauſe! 

'F But, we loſe Time :--Why doſt thou ſeem to pauſe ? 
. Em. 1 cannot think they purpoſe Zamor s Death. 


FLY *. 12 


Alvarez has not loſt his Pow'r ſo far, 


; 9 Nor can the Council 
| Alx. They are Spaniards, all. 
= | Mark the proud, partial, Guilt of theſe vain Men! 


Ours, but a Country, held, to yield them, Slaves; 

Who reign, our Kings, by Right of diff rent Clime! 

Zamor, mean while, by Birth, true Sovereign here, 

Weighs but a Rebel, in their righteous Scale! | 

"ld Oh -- civiliz'd Aﬀent, of ſocial Murder! 

bi ---But, why, Emira, ſhould this Soldier ſtay ? 

1 Em. We may expect him inftantly.--The Night, 
Methinks grown darker, veils your bold * 


| | Wearied by Slaughter, and unwaſh'd from 
1 The World's proud Spoilers, all, lie huſh'd in Sleep. 
f Alx. Away, and find this Spaniard.--Guilt's boughtHand 


. Opening the Priſon, Innocence goes free. | | 
= Em. See !--by Cephania led, he comes, with Zamor. 
* - He cautious, Madam, at ſo dark an Hour, 
— 99 Leſt, met, ſuſpected Honour ſhould be loſt: 
And Modeſty, miſtaken, ſuffer Shame. | 
Alz. What does thy ill-taught Fear miſtake, for Shame ? 
Vertue, at Midnight, walks, as ſafe, within, 
As in the conſcious Glare of flaming Day. 
She who in Forms finds Vertue, has no Vertue. 
All the Shame lies, in hiding honeſt Love. 
--- Honour, the alien Fantom, here unknown, 
 Lends but a length'ning Shade, to ſetting Vertue. 
. Honour's not Love of- — but Praiſe ! 
The Fear of Cenſure, not the Scorn of Sia! 
But, I was taught, in a ſincerer Clime, 
if That Vertue, tho it ſhines not, ſill, is Vertue: 
W | d inbred Honour grows not, but at home. 
1 is my Heart knows: and, knowing, bids me dare, 
Shou'd Heaven forſake the Juſt, be bold, and ſave him. 


Enter 


4 AAA 


Eur L A Ox, with Cernanta, and 4 Spaniſh 
; ; Soldier. | 


Ah! fly--thy hopes are loſt; thy Torturer's ready. 
Eſcape, this Moment, or thou ſtay'ſt, to die. 
Haſte,--loſe no Time,--be gone: this Guardian Spaniard 
Will teach thee to deceive the Murderer's hope. 
Reply not, judge thy Fate, from my Deſpair: _ 
Save, by thy Flight, the Man l love, from Death; _, 
The Man whom I have ſworn t' obey, from Blood: 
And a loſt World, that knows thy Worth, from Tears. 
Thy Country calls thee: Night conceals thy Steps. 
Pity thy Fate:—and leave me, to my own. 

Zam. Thou Robber's Property! Thou Chriſtian's Wife! ; 
Thou! who dar'ſt love me,--yet, dar'ft bid me live! 
If I muſt live, come Thou, to make Life tempting. | 
But, *twas a cruel Wiſh!--How cou'd I ſhield thee ? 
Stript of my Power, and Friends, and nothing left me, 
d But Wrongs, and Miſery !--I have no Dower, 

To tempt reluctant Love. All, thou canſt ſhare, 
With me, will be---my Deſert, - and my Heart. 
When I had more, I laid it, at thy Feet. 
Alx. Ah! whatare Crowas that muſt no more be Thine? 
| T loy'd not Power, but Thee: Thyſelf once loſt, 
? What has an empty world, to tempt my Stay ? 
Far, in the Depth of thy {ad Deſarts, trac'd, 
My Heart will ſeek thee: Fancy, there miſleads | 
My weary, wand'ring, Steps - There, Horror finds 
And preys upon, my Solitude: there, leaves me, 
To languiſh Life out, in unheard Complaints: 
To waſte, and wither, in the Tear-leſs Winds: 
And die, with Shame, at Breach of plighted Faith, 
For being only Thine, — and, yet, Another's. 
0, — carry with thee both my Peace and Life: 
And leave (ah! wou'd thou cou'dſt) thy Sorrows, here. 
I have my Lover, and my Fame, to guard: | 
* And I will fave em, Both. — Be gone — for ever. 
* Zam. hate this Fame, falſe Ayarice of Fancy! ' 
75 The fickly Shade of an unſolid Greatneſs! - 
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The lying Lure of pride, that Europe cheats by! 
| Perim the groundleſs Seemings of their Virtue! 
But, ſhall forc'd Oaths, at heated Chriſtian Altars, 
Shall Gods, who rob the Gods of our Fore-fathers, 
Shall Theſe-—obtrude a Lord, and blaſt a Lover! | 
Alx. Since it was ſworn or 5 Gods, Sb — 
What Help is left me? | 
Zam. None.— Adieu for ever. 
Alx. Stay — What a Farewel, This? [Going] Return, 
l charge thee. 
| u Carlos, perhaps will hear thee. 
Alx. | Returning ] Ah! pity, rather 
Than, thus, upbraid, my Wretchedneſs. | 
Zam. Think, then, 
On our paſt Vows., | 
Alz. I think of nothing, now, 


. But of thy Danger. 


Zam. Oh! thou haſt undone 
The tend reſt fondeſt Lover! | b 
Alu. Still, I love, | | 
Crime as it is, I love thee. — Leave me, Zamor, 
Leave me, alone, to die. Ha! Cruel! tell me! 
What horrible Deſpair, revolving wildly, | 
Burſts from thy Eyes, with Purpoſe more than Mortal? 


Zam. It ſhall be ſo.' ( Going] 
Alx. What wou dſt chou ?—Whither go'ſt thou ? 
[Holding him] 


Zam. To make a proper Uſe of unhopꝰd Freedom. 
Alx. By Heaven !if tis to Death, I'll follow thee. 
Zam. Horrors, unmix'd with Love, demand me, now. 
Leave me Time flies. Night blackens. Duty calls.-- 
Soldier, - attend my ſteps. . [ Exit, haſtily. 
Alx. Alas, Emira ! 
I faint—I die — In what ungovern'd Start 
Of ſomeraſh Thought, he left me! Haſte, Emira, 
Watch his fear'd Meaning.---Trace his fatal Footſteps, 
And. if thou ſee'ſt him ſafe, return, and bleſs me. 
I Exit Enira. 
. —Ablack, preſaging, Sorrow {wells my Heart! 
| Mut cou'd a Day, like _ produce, but Woe? 
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Oh!— Thou! dark, aweful, vaſt, myſterious Power, 
Whom Chriſtians worſhip, yet, not comprehend! _. 
If, Ignorant of Thy new Laws, I ſtray, 
shed, from Thy diſtant Heaven, where-e er It ſhines, 
One Ray of Guardian Light, to clear my Way: :- 
And teach me, firſt to find, thena&, Thy will. 

But, if my only Crime is Love of Zamor, 
If That offends Thy Sight, and claims Thy Anger: 
Pour Thy due Vengeance, on my hopeleſs Head ; 

For, Iam, then, a Wretch, too Loſt, for Mercy. 

Yet,---be the Wanderer's Guide, amidſt his Deſerts! 
Greatly diſpenſe Thy Good, with Equal Hand; 


Nor, partial to the Partial, give Spain, all. 
Thou can'ſt not be confin'd to Care of Parts; 


Heedleſs of ane World, and the Other's Father: 
Vanquiſh'd, and Victors, arealike, to Thee: 

And all our vain Diſtinctions mix, before Thee. | 
Ah! what foreboding Shriek !--- Again! and Louder! 
Oh Heaven! amidſt the Wildneſs of That Sound, 

I heard the Name of Zamer!-— Zamor's Loſt. £5 
Hark !-- a third Time!--And, now, the mingled Cries 
Come quick ning on my Ear! ! Fj 


) 


Enter E MIRA, frighted. 


Emira, Save me, 


What has he done ?—In Pity of my Fears, 


Speak. and beſtow ſome Comfort? 
Em. Comfort is loſt: | : 

And all the Rage of Death has, ſure, poſſeſs d him. 

—Frſt, he chang'd Habit, with the trembling Soldier: 

Then,ſnatch'd his Weapon from him. The robb'd Wretch 

Flew, frighted, toward the Gate !--while furious Zamor, 


Wild, as the fighting Rage of Wintry Winds _- 
Ruſh'd to the Publick Hall, where fits the Council. 


Following, I ſaw him paſs the ſleeping Guards: 
But loſt him, when he enter'd.---In a Moment, 
1 heard a Sound of Voices cry, He's dead. + 
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i Then clam'rous calls, from every Way at once, 

To Arms, To Arms !--- Ah ! Madam, ſtay not here 
Fly, to the Inmoſt Rooms, and ſhun the Danger. 

Alx. No, dear Emira : rather let us try, 
Whether our Weakneſs may not find ſome Means, 
Late arid unlikely as it is, — to fave him. 

I, too, dare die. 5 

Em. They come, Protect us, Heaven! 


Enter Don ALonzo. 


Alon. Madam, you ſtir no farther----I have Orders, 

| | To ſeize your Perſon: ———*Tis a Charge, unwiſh'd. 
Alx. Whence do'ſt thou come? What Fury ſent thep. 

| - hither? N | | 

What is become of Zamor? 

; Alon. At a Time. me 8 

So. full of Danger, my Reſpect gives Way 

To Duty. You mult pleaſe to follow me. 

Alz. Oh, Fortune! Fortune! This is too ſeyere ! 

| Zamor is dead: and I am only Captive! | 

hy do'ſt thou weep ?-- What has a Spaniard's Tears 

To do, with Woes, which none but Spanzards cauſe ? 

Come: If to Death thou lead'ſt me, twill be kind; 

There only, Weakneſs wrong'd, can Refuge find. 
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VE dd: AL zZAnA, guarded. 

Alz. JM Ito die?-Anſwer, ye dumb Deſtroyers? 

Le Wretches! who provoke, yet, mock at 

5 ne Heaven: EL ; * 

And, when you mean to murder, ſay, you judge! 

Why does your brutal Silence leave my Sou | 
Flutt'ring, *twixt Hope and Fear, in torturing Doubt? 

Why am I not inform'd, of Zamor's Fate? 


They 


d. 


ey 


Chancing, but now, to figh my Zamors Name, 
Started, turn'd pale; and trembled, at the Sound 


Alas — my Father, too? 
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They will not ſpeak: no Matter.-She, who hopes 
To hear no Good, why wou'd ſhe hear, at all} 
The Conduct of theſe watchful Mutes is ſtrange ! 

They ſeize me, guard me, andconfine me, here; 
Yet anſwer nothing, but with Looks of hate! 


[ 
| 


Ev'n Theſe low Monſters, ſtruck with Spaniſh Envy, 
Enter E 2 M on T, 


Exm. To what dark Depth _ 
Of fad Deſpair haſt thou reduc'd usall? 
See, now, the Fruits of thy unliſt' ning Love! 
Even'in the Inſtant, while, with growing Hope, 
We pleaded, earneſt, for the Life of Zamor; | 
While we yet hung, on the half-granted Prayer: 
An ent'ring Soldier drew our Notice toward him. 
*T'was Zamor! —dreadful, in a borrow'd Dreſs! 
At once, he hurl'd his furious Eyes, amongſt us, 
And his more furious Perſon. Scarce I faw, 
So rapid was his Motion, that his Hand 
Held a drawn Sword l- To enter reach our Seats, 
And, Lyon: like, ſpring to the Breaſt of Carlos; 
Th? Aſſault, the Wound, the Death, was., all, one Moment! 
Out guſh'd your Husband's Blood, to ſtain your Father: 
As if *twou'd lend me Bluſhes, for a Daughter! | 
—— Zamor, mean while, the dreadful Action dane, 
Soft'ning to ſudden Calmneſs, at the Feet 
Of {ad Alvarez fell: and, to his Hand, - 
Reſign'd the Sword, which his Son's Blood made horrid, 
The Father ſtarted into black*ning Terror! 
The Murd'rer daſh'd his Boſom to the Ground, | 
1 but reveng'd (he cry'd) my Wrongs, and Shame! 
I but my Duty knew. Know you your own. | 
Nature your Motive, and Oppreſſion mine. 1 
He faid no more: - but, proſtrate, hop'd his Doom. i 
Th' afflicted Father ſunk upon my Boſom; j 
The. filent Night grew frightful, with our Cries, 1 
5 From 
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From every Side at onee, in broke the Swarms ; 
A Flow of fruitleſs Help ſurrounded Carlos; 
To ſtop th' out-welling Blood, and hold back Life. 
— But what moſt ſhakes me, tho” tis told thee, lat, 
Is — that they think Thee guilty of his Death; 
And, inſolently loud, demand Thy 8 

Alx: Ah! — can you 

Exm. No Impoſſible. I cannot. RE: 
I know thy Heart too well, to wrong thee, ſd. 
I know thee too, too capable of Weakneſs ; 
But not of purpos'd Blood. —I ſaw this Danger. 
But, Thy own Eyes, even on the Brink of Fate, 
Were blinded by thy Love; N thou art fallen! 
—— Thy Husband murder'd, by thy Lover's Hand, 
The Council that accuſes, e thee: 
And ignominious Death becomes thy Doom. 
I came, to warn thee, and prepare thy Spirit. 
Now, haſt'ning back, try every Hope, for Pardon, 
Or, failing to redeem thee, ſhare thy Death. 


Alz. My Pardon !- .Pardon, at theſe Wretches Hands J 


The Prince my Father ſtoop his Prayer to Them: 
Death, if it hides me from That Thought, is Rapture, 
---Ah! Sir, live on: hope ſtill ſome happier Day; 

To pay back all theſe Pangs,---and bleſs Peru. 

Wait that due Day, and love the loſt Alzira; 

"Tis all the Prayer ſhe makes, and all, ſhe wie. 

I pity dying Carlos; for, I find 5 
His Fate too cruel : and I mourn it, deeper, * 
Thro' Fear, He has deſery'd it. — As for Zamor, 
| Whoſe Raſhnefs has reveng'd a Country's Wrongs, 
Urg'd by too keen Remembrance of his own, 

I neither cenſure, nor excuſe, his deed : 

I wou'd have ſtaid him: but, He ruſh'd to 40 

And'tis not in my Choice, to live, without him. 
Ezm. Shed thy wiſh'd icy here, All-powerful Hea- 


) 


„ ans Exit. 
Alx. [alone] My weeping Father call'd on Hear n, ta 
ſave me. 


I will not task the Grace of Heay' n, fo far : 
Let me no longer be, — and I'm not wretched. 
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Th' Almighty Chriſtian Power, that knows me innocent; 
Exacts (they ſay) Long Life, in fix'd Diſtreſs; > 
And ſuffers not the Brave to ſhorten Woe. ' 
If fo, the Gods onee mine, were leſs ſeyere ; — 
Why ſnou'd the Wretch who hopes. not, ſtruggle on, 
Thro' viewleſs Lengths of circling Miſeries, 2 
And dread the Hand of Death, that points to Refuge! 
Sure! Chriſtians, in this Tale, belie their God, _ 
His conqu'ring Favourites, whom he arms with Thunder 
Can they have Right, from him, to waſte the World, 
To drive whole Millions into Death's cold Arms ; 
And, ſhall not I, for Safety. claim that Power, 
Which he permits to them, for Martial Rage? 
Ah !--Zamor comes! They lead him out, to die? 


Enter 'LAMOR, in Chains: Guarded by Spatiards. 


Zam. Kind, in their purpos'dInſult,they have brought me 
Where my expiring Soul ſnall mix, with Thine. | 
Yes, my Alzira, we are doom'd, together. 

Their black Tribunal has condemn'd us, Both: 

But Carlos is not dead: That wounds me deepeſt, 
Carlos ſurvives, to boaſt ſhort Triumph o'er us: 

And dies ſo flowly, that our Fate comes, firſt. 
Vet, he muſt die: my Hand not err'd ſo far, 

But he muſt die: and, when he does, my Soul 
Shall ſnatch th' expected Moment, hovering, watchful, 
And hunt him, in Revenge, from Star, to Star. 

Pious Alvarez, mournful, comes, behind, . . 
Charg'd with our bloody Sentence, ſign'd, in Council, 
That Murder may be ſanCify'd, by Form, N 5 
My only Grief is, — that thou dieſt, for m. 

Alz. That, that ſnou'd leave thy Grief without a Cauſe. 
Since I am thus belov'd, to die with Zamor, 

Is Happineſs, unhop'd !—bleſs, bleſs my Fate; 

For this ſole Blow, that cou'd have broke my Chain. 
Think, that this Period of ſuppos'd Diſtreſs, | 
This Moment, that unites us, tho', in Death, 
Is the firſt Time, my Love was free from Woe. + 
The ſmiling Fate reſtores me to myſelt: 


And 
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And I can give a Heart, now, all, my own: 

If there's a Cauſe for Tears, Alvarez claims em: 

I, while he ſpeaks our Doom, ſhall feel, but his. 
Zam. See | where the Mourner comes! and weeps 


Euter ALYAREZ. 


Alx. Which, of us three, does Fortune, moſt, Diſtreſs? 
What an Aſſemblage ours, of mingled Woes! 


\ 


Zam. Since Heaven will have it ſo, that, from thy 


I ſhou'd receiye Death's Summons, let it come: [Tongue 


*Twill have one Power to pleaſe,---for, I ſhall hear thee, 


Do not, then, pity ; but condemn me boldly; 
And, if thy Heart, tho' Spaniſh, bends, beneath it, 
Think, thou but doom'ſt an uniubmitting Savage; 
Who kilPd thy Son-— becauſe, unlike his Father. 
But, what has poor Alziradone, apainſt thee ? 
Why muſt ſhe die, in whom a People lives? 
In whom, alone, glows That collected Soul, 
That, in paſt Ages, brighten'd all Pera 
Is Innocence a Crime, where Spaniards judge? 
Known, and afſum'd by us, for all thy Virtues, 
The jealous Envy of thy Land re-claims thee? 
And crops thy Indian Growth, to creep, like Spain, 
Alx. Wond'rous old Virtue! obſtinately kind! 
Thou, fingly Juſt, amidſt a Race of Thieves! 
*T'were to be baſe as they are, cou'd I ſtoop 
To deprecate a Vengeance duly Thine. 
For thy Son's Blood, be mine thy willing Sacrifics. 
All I require, is but Eſcape from Slander ; 
From poor Suſpicion of a Guilt I ſcorn. 
Carlos, tho hated, was a bated Husband : 
Whence, even my Hatred ow d his Life Defence. 
He was Alvarez, Son, too; and, as ſuch, _ 
- Call'd for that Rey'rence, which himſelf deſerv'd not. 
As for thy Nation, let em praiſe, or blame me, 
Thy Witneſs only can be worth my Claim. 
As for my Death, tis Joy, to die, with Zamor ; 
And all the Pain I ſuffer. is, for Thee. f 


— 
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Alv. Words will have Way. or Grief, ſupprels'd in vai 
Wou' d burſt its Paſſage, with th* out-ruſhing Soul. mY 
Whoſe Sorrows ever match'd this mingled Scene 
Of Tenderneſs, with Horror! — my Son's Murderer 
Is Zamor !-— He, who guarded me, from Murder, 
Is, alſo, Zamoer! Hold that Image, faſt, 
Aflicted Nature! Life, unwiſh'd, by me, 
Is due, to Zamor : young, beloy'd, untry'd 


In Hope's falſe Failings, Life might make him happy. 


My Taſte of Time is gane: 'and Life, to me, 
Is but an Evening's Walk, in Rain, and Darkneſs. 
Father I am (at leaſt, I was,) a father: 
But, -every Father, at firſt, was form'd, a Man. 
And, ſpite of Nature's call, that cries for Vengeance, 
The Voice of Gratitude muſt Rill be heard. 

Oh! Thou, ſo late my Daughter! Thou! whom, yet 


Spite of theſe Tears, I call by that loy'd Name! 


Miſtake not my Purſuit. .I cannot taſte 

Thoſe horrible Reliefs, that riſe, from Blood. 

It ſhocks me, thro? a Soul, that feels, for Three; 

Hard Stroke of Juſtice ! thus, to loſe, at once, 

My Daughter, my Deliverer, and my Son. 

— The Council, with miſguided View to ſooth me, 

Ill choſe my Tongue, to tell their dreadful Will. 

True, I receiy'd the Charge: for, I had weigh'd it. 

*T were not impoſſible, perhaps, to ſave you 

Zamor might make it eaſy. | 
Zam. Can I do it ? Th 

Can Zamor ſave Alzira? Quickly tell me, 


How ?-—By what Length of torments? and, tis done, 


Alu. Caſt off thy Idol Gods: and be a Chriſtian. * 
That ſingle Change reverſes all our Fates. b 


EKind to the courted Souls of Pagan Converts, 


We have a Law, remits their Body's Doom. 

This latent Law, by Heaven's peculiar Mercy, 
Points out a Road, and gives a Right, to pardon. 
Religion can diſarm a Chriftian's Anger. 

Thy Blood becomes a Brother's, ſo converted, 
And with a living Son, repays a Dead. 
Preyented Vengeance, ſeiz d in her Deſcent, 
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So reſts, ſuſpended, and forgets to fall. 
From thy new Faith, Alzira draws new Life; 

And Both are happy here, and ſav d, hereafter. 
Why art thou filent ? Is the Task ſo hard, 

To add Eternal Life, to Life, below ? | 

Speak. from thy Choice, determine my Relief, 

Fain wou'd Iowe thee yet a ſecond Being. 

Ves. to reſtore the Life Thou robb'ſt me of, 
A'Childleſs Father wiſhes thee to live. 

Alzirs is a Chriſtian: be thou ſo. 

?Tis all the Recompence, my Wrongs will urge. 

Zam. [to Alx. ] Shall we, thou faireſt, nobleſt, bol 
of Beauty! 

Shall we, ſo far, indulge our Fear to die? 

Shall the Soul's Baſeneſs bid the Body live? 

Shall Zamor's Gods bow to the Gods of Carlos? 

Why wou'd Alvarez bend me, down, to Shame? 

Why wou'd He, thus, become the Spirit s Tyrant? 

Into how ſtrange a Snare am I impell'd !- | 
Either Alzira dies, or lives, to ſcorn me | 
Tell me. When Fortune _ thee to my Power, 

Had I, at ſuch a Purchaſe, held thy Life, | 

Tellme,with honeſtTruth, Wow di thou have bought! it? 

Alv. I ſhou'd have pray d the Power, I now implore, 
To widen, for his Truth, a Heart like thine: | 
Dark as it is, yet, worthy to be Chriſtian. | 

Zam. [to Alx. ] Death has no Pain, but whae I feel 

| for thee. 

Life has no Power to charm, but what thou giv ſt i it. 

Thou, then, that art my Soul, vouchſafe to guide it. 

But, think! remember,, ere thou bid'ſt me chuſe ! 
*Tis on a Matter, of more Weight than Life; 

Tis on a Subject, that concerns my Gods. 

And, all thoſe Gods, in one,—my dear Alxira ! 

I truſt it to thy Honour, — Speak, —— and fix me. 

If thouconceiy'ſt it ſhame, thou will diſdain it. 

Alx. Then, hear me, Zamor.— My unhappy Father 
Diſpos d my willing Heart, *twixt Heaven, and thee: - 
The God, he choſe, was mine: Thou _—_— perhaps, 
Accuſc it, as the Weakneſs of my Youth: | 


| But, 


F 
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be, 


Zut, twas not ſo. My Soul, enlarg'd, and clear, 


Had I renounc'd my Gods, yet ſtill believ'd em; 


And taught the filent, ſervile Soul, to lie. 


But mo it did not. let thy Virtue guide thee. 
a 


Our dying Captain, your unhappy Son, 
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Took in the ſolemn Light of Chriſtian Truth. 

I faw,—atleaft, Ithought I ſaw, Conviction. | 

And, when my Lips abjur'd my Country's Gods, 

My ſecret Heart confirm'd the Change, within. 
But, had I wanted that directive 'Zeal, 85 


That. had not been an Error, but a Crime: | 
That had been mocking Heaven's whole Hoſt, at once; 
The Powers I quitted, and the Power I choſe. 

A Change like that, had err'd, beyond the Tongue; 


Icou'd have wiſh'd, that Heaven had lent thee Light, 


Zam. I knew thy gen rous Choice, before I heard it. 
Who, that can die with thee, wou d ſhun ſuch Death, 
And live, to his own Infamy?— Not Zamor. 

Alu. Inhuman Slighters of yourſelves, and me! 
Whom Honour — blind, and Virtue cruel ? W 
| lad March! 
Hark !--the Time preſſes.-Theſe are Sounds of Sorrow... 


Enter Don Aro o, follow'd by a mix d Crowd, of 
| Spaniards, and Americans, mournful. * 


Alon. We bring, obedient to his laſt Command, 
Who lives no longer, than to reach your Boſom. 


A furious Crowd of his lamenting Friends 
Preſs, to attend him, and revenge his Blood. 


Enter Don CanxL os: brought in by Spaniſh Soldiers; 


and ſurrounded by a Number of Followers, ſome of whom 
advance, to ſeize AL Z IRA. | 


Zam. | Interpoſing] Wretches! keep Diſtance.-----Let 
Alxira live: 4 E 
Mine was the ſingle Guilt, —be mine the Vengeance. 
Alz. Be feaſted, ye officious Hounds of Blood. 
Guiltleſs or Guilty, tis my Choice, to die. 


er 


Abo. My Son! my dying Son! this ſilent Paleneſs, 
This Look, ſpeaks for thee, and forbids all hope. 
Zam. [to D. C.] Even to the Laſt then, thou maintain'ſt 

| thy Hate? LE Ln WS | 

Come —ſce me ſuffer: mark my Eye: and ſcorn me, 

If my expiring Soul confeſſes Fear. 1 L 

- Look——andbe taught, at leaſt, to die by Zamor. 
D.C. [to Zam. II have no Time, to copy out thy Virtues: 

But, there are ſome of mine, I come to teach thee. 

I ſhou'd, in Life, have given thy Pride Example: 

Take it (too late) in Death: and mark it, well. 

[To Alv] Sir, my departing Spirit ſtaid its Journey, 

Firſt, till my Eyes might leave their Beams in yours; 

And their dim Lights expire, amidſt your Bleſſing. 

Next, what you taught me, *tis my Task to ſhow, 

And die, the Son of. your paternal Virtue. 

——Eager in Life's warm Race, I never ftopp'd, 

To look behind me, and review my Way. 

But, at theGole, before I judg'd it near, 

I ſtart, — and recolle& forgotten Slidings. - 

On the Grave's ſerious Verge, I turn, — and ſee 

Humanity oppreſs'd, to cherifh Pride: 

Heaven has . the Earth: and Heaven is juſt? 

 Cou'd my own Blood but expiate what I ſhed, 

All, my raſh Sword has drawn, from ſuff ring Innocence, 

I ſhou'd lie down in Duſt.---and reſt in Peace. 

Cheated by proſp'rous Fortune, Death deals plainly ; ' 
But have learnt to live, when Life forſakes me. 
Safe, and forgiven, be the Hand I fall by. 

Power is, yet, mine: and it abſolves my Murder. 
Live, my proud Enemy; and live, in Freedom. 
Live, — and obſerve; tho' Chriſtians oft act ill, 

They muſt forgive ill Actions, in another. . 
| —Ezmont, my Friend! and you, ye friendleſs Indians 
Subjects, not Slaves! berul'd, henceforth, by Law. 

Be grateful to my Pity, tho' twas late; | 
And teach your Country's Kings, to fear no longer. 
Rival, learn, hence, the Diff rence, *twixtour Gods; 


Thine have inſpir d thee to purſue Revenge: 


But, 


4 Pits! 


ce, 


ods ; 


But, 


This Change, this Language, willafi& me, moſt! - 


A TRAGEDY. 63 
But, mine, when that Revenge had reach'd my Life, 
Command me to eſteem, and grve thee Pardon. : 
Abv. Virtues like Theſe, my Son, ſecure thy Peace: 
But double the Diftreſs of us, who loſe thee. 5 
Alx. Of all the painful Wonders thou haſt caus d me, 
Zam. Die, 1{oon, or live for ever. — If thou, thus, 
Go'ſt on, to charm my Anper into Envy, 
I ſhall repent, I was not born, a Chriftian, 


And hate the Juſtice, that'compell'd my Blow! 


D. Car. Iwill go farther, yet ;—I will not leave thee; 
Till I have ſoften d Envy, into Friendſhip. 
Mournful Alira has been too unhappy : 
Lov'd, to Diſtreſs, and married to Misfortune ! 
I wou'd do ſomething, to atone her Wrongs : 
And, witha ſofter Senſe, imprint her Pity. 
Take her,---and owe her, to the Hand ſhe hates. 
Live, and remember me, withouta Curſe. 
Reſume loſt Empire, o'er your conquer'd States: 
Be Friends, to Spain : — nor Enemies, to me. 
[:0 Alv.]--Vouchſafe my claim, Sir, to thisSon, thisDaugh- 
And be, both Father, and Protector, too. [ter: 
May Heaven, and you, be kind! and they be--Chriſtians ! 
Zam. I ſtand immoveable,----confus'd !----aſtoniſh'd } 
If theſe are Chriſtian Virtues, I am Chriſtian. 
The Faith, that can inſpire this 8 
Muſt be Divine, — and glows with all its God! 
--Friendſhip, and Conſtancy, and Right, and Pity, 
All theſe, were Leſſons, I had learnt, before. 
But, this unnat ral Grandeur of the Soul 
Is more than mortal: and out-reaches Virtue. | 
It draws, It charms, It binds me, to be Chriſtian. 
It bids me bluſh, at my remember'd Raſhneſs: 
Curſe my Revenge,---and pay thee all my Love. - 
| [Throws himſelf at his Feet. 
Alz. A Widow'd Wife, bluſhing, to be thus late, 
In her Acknowledgment of tender Pity ; 
Low, at your injur'd Feet, with proſtrate Heart, 
| [ Kneels with Zamoy, 
Weeps your untimelyDeath: and thanks your Goodneſs, 


— Torn, 


8 * — 3 . . ; , 25 % 
—— Torn, by contending Paſſions; I want Powet- - © 
- ny ſpeaks, a thouſand Truths, I ſee you merit: 5 
2 But, honour, and confeſs,--your Greatneſs, wrong d. 
DD. Car. Weep not, Alxira. I fo af You „again. 
| 1 ber the laſt Time, my Father! le *Boſom, | 
Live, tobe bleſs di and make Alzira ſo 
1 EP 2 eee ee I Dies. 
22 "i Au. to 8 Tce the Hand of porn, 0 1 n our 
3 8 85 Jotice frikes? aud Seff pers muſt ſubmit. | 
Woes ate Good Counſellors: and, kindly, thaw; 
3 rege Error never lets us know. 
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